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PREFACE

This part of the edition of the UNCOLLECTED WRITINGS OF CHARLES BROCKDEN BROWN  is based  on the first collection of short stories by that author edited by Alfred Weber and published  in 1987 under the title Somnambulism and Other Stories by Peter Lang Publishers in Frankfurt am Main etc. It is now out of print, and the rights of this publication were restored to the editor. After their first anonymous magazine publication none of the works collected in this volume had ever been reprinted except "Somnambulism. A Fragment" and "Thessalonica," an historical tale.

This volume contains eleven stories and eleven essays, attributing them to Charles Brockden Brown. They are taken out of the Somnambulism edition and slightly reedited.There are twelve additional stories attributed to Brown by various scholars whose arguments have not yet been critically examined. All story-texts, scanned or retyped, have been thoroughly proofread and collated with the copy-texts indicated in the "Textual Notes" -- with the competent help of Michael Anderson, a doctoral candidate in The American Studies Program of Tübingen University.

All readers of this website will be asked to participate, in the years to come, actively in the critical editing of this part of Brown's work along the lines to be published by the Board of Editors.

The present edition is the product of long and extensive studies of Charles Brockden Brown's writings and of the early history of American narrative prose in the17th and 18th centuries. It is related to a number of premises and findings which have been summarized in the following Historical Introduction. This essay should not be part of the websited text of Part A: Short Fiction, but be reserved, for a later publication in a projected volume on The Unexplored Dimensions of Charles Brockden Brown.

Tübingen, June 2000                                                       Alfred Weber

HISTORICAL INTRODUCTION


Fred Lewis Pattee introduced his epoch-making study of The Development of the American Short-Story , first published in 1923, with the observation that the development of this literary genre began in the year 1819 with Washington Irving:

Short fiction there had been in America before The Sketch Book, some of it written by men of significance -- Franklin, Freneau, Charles Brockden Brown -- but from the standpoint of the modern short-story form none of it need detain us. ... All of it is negligible: none of it influenced the evolution of the short story. A study of the form in its American phases begins with Irving. (Pattee, 1)

This statement is representative of the conception literary historians generally have about the development of this genre in America. As is the  case with many scholars who came after him, Pattee's thinking is based upon the notion of the "modern short story form" that was formulated and disseminated at the end of the 19th and the beginning of the 20th centuries by Brander Matthews and his followers  (Weber, Short-Story-Theorien). Their thesis that the short story constitutes a particular genre with its own specific qualities, essentially different from the novel, and that it is a peculiarly American accomplishment, became a critical norm. It may have been valid for their own period, but they also projected it back into earlier times. The result was that many forms of short-story writing that had emerged during the 18th and early 19th centuries were ignored because they did not fulfill these criteria. The same is true to short-story-writing of the last five decades which clearly developed away from any established formula. 

If in an historical study we are to do justice to the early developmenf of short narrative fiction as well as to the the short stories of recent American authors, we must free ourselves  from the rigid concept advanced by Matthews and Pattee. We must base our study on a neutral and open conception of a "shórt stóry:" i.e. a relatively short narrative that offers a self-contained and meaningful short representation of an event, or of a compressed series of events. This narrative may be invented or founded on authentic facts. There is no essential difference between a fictional and a factual story, and one has to be aware that "fiction" in the past was not valued as highly as it is today but put on a level with lie and falsehood.

The development of the genre of short narratives or stories, as it is defined above, began in America with the "Providences" of the Puritans (Weber, "Die Anfänge des Kurzen Erzählens"). These were short narratives that were based on eye-witness reports of occurrences that had taken place in the American colonies and  which, to the minds of the clergymen who collected, retold and published them, revealed God's divine providence in the New World. Among such narratives one can find accounts of "Indian captivities" and "shipwrecks" as well as the first "criminal  stories," i.e. tales about "witchcraft" and other punishable transgressions against God and the colonial laws.  These "Providences" were part of the Puritans' religious historiography; likewise they form a vivid oral and written narrative tradition which was of great importance to the further development of the short narrative during the 18th century and even during the Romantic period. Increase and Cotton Mather, the leading American clergymen of their times, were also active story tellers whose works were still read by Hawthorne and Poe.

 The next phase of the development of the short story began in the middle of the eighteenth century when a slowly growing number of periodicals appeared in Boston, New York and Philadelphia, then the literary centers of the colonies and the early American Republic. They were shaped after British and European models and tried to reach an expanding reading public. Between 1741, when Benjamin Franklin published his General Magazine,  and the end of the century there appeared a total of ninety American periodicals of all kinds.1 They constituted a new and ideal medium for the publication of an attractive variety of moral and political essays, of accounts of historical and contemporary events, and of short and serialized stories.

For the most part they appeared anonymously or under pseudonyms; names were only attached when the author was a person well-known to the public. As  there were no international copyright agreements, a large part of the materials published were pirated from English publications or translated from French and German sources; but there are sufficient indications that a considerable number of texts were written by Americans. As it is extremely difficult to attribute the "orginal contributions" to American authors,  this early stage of the American short story not yet been sufficiently researched; it is hardly ever mentioned in the histories of the genre.2
There existed, in this period, an abundance of narrative forms, styles, and themes; yet there was no theory of the short story; nor was there any writer who would maintain that the short narrative, in contrast to the novel, constituted  a separate and specific genre of narrative prose. Such  designations as "tale" and "narrative," "story" and "history,"  "character" and "portrait," "romance" and "novel" were used indiscriminately. The only exception was the "fragment," a  term which was indeed frequently applied to short narratives.  This use of the term disappeared again in the  19th century when readers and writers realized that a short narrative need not be a  "fragment" of a larger work, but could also be something in its own right. A short survey of the most prominent types of story to be found in the periodicals of the period may best illustrate the range of short-story writing by American authors before and after the revolution.

The sentimental tale was the dominant type of narrative, molded by strong English influences. Love and its conflicts were central to the domestric  plots for which Samuel Richardson's works created the models. Moral America took on these stories gladly, for they served as popular exempla for the moral principles to be indoctrinated, above all, to the fast-growing audience of young female readers. Together with the many essays on female education, they became perfect didactic instruments. At first, the European narrative conventions were taken over unchanged, and the settings of these stories were in England, France, Italy, and Germany.  But soon, and with increasing frequency, the stories began to be set in contemporary times, in revolutionary and post-revolutionary America, and a growing number of the dramatis personae were Americans.

A good example of such an Americanized sentimental tale is "Amelia; Or, the Faithless Briton,"3 published anonymously and reprinted many times. The villain of the story is a noble Englishman who was wounded during the revolutionary war and was nursed back to health by Amelia, a beautiful and virtuous American girl. He availed himself of  the opportunity to seduce her, before he consequently drove her into misfortune.  At the beginning, the transfer of the sentimental plot into contemporaneous American history is explicitly substantiated:

the great events of the late war which produced the separation of the British empire, and established the sovereignty of America, were chequered with scenes of private sorrow, and the success of the contending forces was alternately fatal to the peace and order of the domestic life. ... Though the following tale does not exhibit the terrible magnificence of warlike operation, or scrutinize the principle of national politics, it recites an episode that too frequently occurs in the military drama, and contains a history of female affliction, that claims, from its authenticity, at least, an interest in the feeling heart.

This "American novel," as the narrative is called in the title, offers the story of an American family's happiness and of a young and beautiful American girl's virtue destroyed by the war and the unscrupulous villany of an English seducer.  It is a sentimental tale with an underlying political theme, a tale which can be read as a kind of parable.

Sentimental tales of all kinds, those pirated from English sources and those contributed by American authors, dominate the periodicals and as well the book-market of the period. Their narrative conventions and their moral didacticism are so strong and pervasive that their influence can also be detected in other fields and types, above all in the Oriental tale, another very fashionable type of story taken over from Europe and revealing hardly any trace of American authorship. 


The "providences" of the Puritans,  above all the "Indian captivity stories," had a surprisingly long life in America and were very significant in the development of the varieties of the "Indian tale." The setting for these narratives is not just the wilderness, but unmistakably theAmerican frontier. The "captivities" were originally a product of Puritan historiography. While bloody confrontations with Native-Americans on the frontier remained the order of the day, the style and intention of these "Indian stories" changed. The Puritan religiousness lost its original intensity in favor of the more rational, worldly and political orientation of the "Age of Reason" as writers accommodated themselves in style and form to the changing cultural and political needs.4
An example of one kind of "Indian tale" is the "Story of the Lame Indian"5 written by Hugh Henry Brackenridge at the end of the 1780s.  The story is based on eye-witness accounts and on facts ascertained by the author during his own stay on the frontier. It is the story of a wounded, almost starved Native-American, who came into Pittsburgh on an evening in 1786, begging for milk. After confessing that he took part in an attack on a settlement during which an old man and his daughter were killed, he is convicted by the whites to be tortured and burned in "Indian style." However, before they can execute the Indian, he flees and, most probably, dies in the attempt. Brackenridge narrates the story without any sensationalism -- soberly and objectively. He does not justify the verdict of the white settlers, but he clearly considers the Native-American as an animal.  The image of the Native-American as an evil and deceitful savage who disturbs the order of the world and therefore must be eliminated, is behind a large part of the "Indian stories" of this period. 

There are also many dramatic accounts of cruel encounters with redskins in the wilderness and of Indian raids on white settlements. They are partly based on fact and partly show an increasing amount of fictional elements. A well-known example of this kind of story is "The History of Maria Kittle"6 published in 1793 by Ann Eliza Bleecker. She was one of the amateur authors who filled a considerable part of the periodicals of the time with "original productions."  She lived in Tomhanick, a settlement in New York State.  As a frontierswoman, she endured difficult times during the French and Indian Wars. She had heard the story from a kinswoman of the late Maria Kittle, and makes herself the narrator of  the story in a long letter to her friend Susan Ten Eyck, dated "December, 1779."  Here the Native-Americans are described as barbarians, and emissaries of hell -- quite as in the old providences, but the structure and tone of the story have changed. The captive of the savages, Maria, is not herself the narrator of her adventures in the wilderness, as is customary in the original "Indian captivity" stories, and the style shows the influence of the sentimental narratives of the period. At the same time, however, we also find realistic and vividly detailed descriptions of the wilderness and occasional traces of a burgeoning Romantic feeling for nature. "The History of Maria Kittle" marks the transformation of the "captivity narrative" from an early form of historiography into fiction.

Other kinds of the American "Indian" story are based on views of "Indian character" fundamentally different from those employed by Brackenridge and Bleecker. Benjamin Franklin in "The Origin of Tobacco,"7 a pointed anecdote, presents the doomed and angry effort of a European missionary to teach the Bible to the Chiefs of the Susquehannah Indians. With surprising politeness and wit the Native-Americans refute the argument of the minister's sermon and uphold their own belief. There are also other stories, in which the Native-American is idealized  as the "noble savage,"  the primitive child of nature, uncorrupted by civilization. In "The Voyage of Timberoo-Tabo-Eede" by Philip Freneau,8 the character of the Native-American, who is proud of his own culture, is employed as an effective tool of satire directed at white American civilization.  

There is a third type of story which can claim the same status and which has received little attention till recently: the early Negro and Slave Narratives. They were  written by white authors and mirrored the heated debate on slavery  initiated by the increasing number of anti-slavery societies at the end of the 18th century. Following John Woolman and Anthony Benezet, a number of well-known authors like Benjamin Franklin, Noah Webster, Benjamin Rush, Joel Barlow as well as Timothy and Theodore Dwight expressed themselves against slavery. Their essays, poems, and narratives in the periodicals became instruments of social criticism and political protest. These early "Negro stories" had all the same aim: to raise the reader's sympathy for the story's suffering black protagonist, whose treatment by most of the whites was inhuman and in contradiction to the American Constitution.9 Together with the increasingly popular "slave narratives" of the late 18th century, written by Afro-Americans, they stand at the beginning of a corpus of writings about and by the black minority, which is today an important part of the multi-cultural literature of the American nation.

Despite their dependence on European models, the types of narrative of the 18th century described so far allow "American reality" to shine through. Not only do they portray American settings and protagonists, but they also deal with specific American themes of the period, such as the Native-American and Afro-American questions as well as the idea of progress and the pursuit of happiness.  After the Revolutionary War, after the separation from England and after the shaping and adoption of the American Constitution, a new national consciousness affected the literature and lead also to narrative treatments of political events and social ideas. They are, of course, not limited to the four types of short narratives discussed so far. They are found in satires, anecdotes and allegories, in short factual, historical, auto-biographical and biographical narratives, even in character sketches and portraits, in epistolary narratives and in all kinds of hybrid forms of essay and story. 

The last type of story, to be covered in this survey, is the short factual account and the autobiographical and biographical story. Matthew Carey's "A Fragment"10 can serve as the first example. It is apparently based on an actual event:  We are confronted with the fate of a mother of two children whose husband died in an accident and who is now without means.  It is a vivid, and, at points, dramatic portrayal of the woman, her sorrows and doubts, and a moving history of the husband which aims to evoke the reader's pity  and charity. An example of the autobiographical story is "The Adventures of Col. Daniel Boone,"11 in which, from the perspective of the protagonist--the real Daniel Boone--the adventures of Kentucky's settlement and the constant struggle with the Native-Americans is so graphically presented that this extensive narrative can be seen as a kind of captivity story and, simultaneously, as an early form of the "western novel."  Quite often also short biographies are found, which have the character of short narratives. Our example, "Memoirs of a Spy,"12 presents the adventure story of a young American named Wimpfen who becomes a secret agent during the confrontations between the English and the French.  

American short fiction in the 18th century fluctuated between two established literary genres: the factual and historiographical narrative on the one hand, and the personal essay on the other, and mixed forms are common. Beside the stories which are clearly fictional and which resemble the short story of the Romantic period, there are still others which seem, or pretend, to be factual stories or pieces of authentic historiography; and there are others which have long essayistic discourses at the beginning or at the end or even in in the middle. It is only very slowly that Puritan thinking, with its rejection of fiction as lie, loses its grip on literature, that didacticism recedes with the advance of romanticism, and that fiction becomes emancipated and recognized as a form of art on  the same level as poetry.

The majority of the short narratives of this period were  written by authors who are completely unknown today. It was a period in which there were not yet any professional  writers in America. Women formed a large part of the reading public of the early periodicals, and out of this readership came many contributors who published their essays, poems or stories anonymously or under pseudonyms. Some of them became known under their own names Susanna Haswell Rowson and Ann Eliza Bleecker, Hannah Webster Foster and Judith Sargent Murray. Murray's essay series "The Gleaner"  in the Massachusetts Magazine (1789-1795) contained a great number of short stories and became so well known that it was republished in two volumes during her lifetime.13
Writing was looked upon as either a leisure activity of  educated women or something that was pursued by men in conjunction  with an honorable profession such as that of clergyman, doctor, lawyer, or merchant. So most of the male authors that are still known  today were "men of affairs," like Benjamin Franklin, Francis Hopkinson and Jeremy Belknap. Among these men, Charles Brockden  Brown was a notable exception. He was the first professional man  of letters who tried to live by his writing, and he is, beside  Philip Freneau and Hugh Henry Brackenridge, the most prominent  writer of fiction in this early period. 

II

Charles Brockden Brown (1771-1810) was born in Philadelphia,  and all of his literary activities took place either there or in  New York, the two literary centers of the "middle colonies" in competition with Boston. He was a representative of the American Enlightenment, and a precursor of Romanticism. His works reveal a number of the conventions and characteristics of these two periods. His development as a writer of fiction was strongly influenced by Samuel Richardson's sentimental epistolary novels; and his essays and essay series can be seen in the tradition of the moral didacticism of Addison's and Steele's Spectator. He admired Benjamin Franklin, the most prominent American representative of the Enlightenment, and fell under the influence of Rousseau's and Godwin's writings. He was deeply interested in the scientific and medical developments of the period, and, even in his early years, was an exceptionally well-educated man. Though Brown rejected many of the narrative stage props of the English Gothic horror novel, he was quite clearly influenced by such works. In his major novels,  which appeared between 1798 and 1801, he assimilated and transmuted elements of the Gothic style. Furthermore, in his presentations of detective-like discoveries of the causes of mysterious happenings and the causes of criminal actions, as well as in his moral-psychological analyses of exceptional characters, Brown can be regarded as a trailblazer for Hawthorne and Poe.

In most American literary histories, Brown primarily appears as the first significant American novelist. What has been left mostly unmentioned are his achievements as the editor of a number of important magazines,14 as the author of numerous literary, moral, and political essays (Christadler; Mertz), and, well before  Poe, as one of America's first literary critics (Brown, Literary Essays and Reviews;  Schäfer). His oeuvre is, to a very large degree, unexplored. His letters are not yet published, and there is also little if any awareness of the fact that he wrote a number short stories and anonymously published them in his magazines. Not all of them have been identified, but there are eleven that up to now could have been ascribed to Brown with sufficient certainty. (C. B. Brown, Somnambulism, and Other Stories, ed. by Weber.) They deserve to be reviewed in the order of their appearance, in order to indicate the authors thematic range and formal variety also in the field of short fiction.

"A Lesson on Sensibility," published in 1798, is Brown's first short story (see pp. 61-65). Without any narrative intricacies and without any dialogue, it presents in a summary narrative the story of a love tragedy in which the girl is buried alive and her lover, a young "man of sensibility," goes mad. It is a sentimental variation of the Romeo-and-Juliet theme and, in its "surprise ending," uses a motif of the Gothic novel. It can be regarded as a continuation of "The Man at Home," an essay series, in which extreme love, unchecked by reason, is described as a disease.15 A long commentary by the narrator contains the moral of the story: the misguided endeavours of the loving Archibald have lead to misery, but a proper application of his mental powers could have produced happiness; the time may come when the human mind, under different social conditions, can no longer stray from the right path, because it will be able to recognize and avoid all the errors in which it is now blindly trapped (p. 62). Here, the ideology of progress furnishes the basis for the argument in which a mental disease of an individual is connected with the state of the society in which he lives. This disease might be fundamentally cured if conditions were, one day, improved. "Human happiness," a leitmotiv in Brown's thought is made the central theme of the story.16
"Portrait of an Emigrant. Extracted from a Letter", published in 1799 (pp. 66-69), is a piece of short fiction that is difficult to classify. It obviously refers to actual events in Brown's home town Philadelphia, and it could be regarded either as an essay  with an interpolated oral report, or as a character sketch interspersed with narrative elements. The story, like many others of the period, is presented in the form of a letter. At the beginning, a woman from the neighborhood is introduced as the oral narrator of the story of a happy French immigrant family in Philadelphia. At the end, the letter-writer offers his general reflections on the particular philosophy of life and felicity of this family. Here again, the central theme is "human happiness." The "Portrait" is a self-contained piece of narrative and essayistic prose. It shows how narrative elements can be effectively integrated with elements of the reflective essay.17

"Thessalonica: A Roman Story" was published in the same year (pp. 13-29). It is an historical tale set in 390 A.D., the time of the late Roman Empire, and deals with the revolt in Thessalonica (the present-day Saloniki) against Roman occupation. This uprising against an occupying power, which led to the destruction of the political and social order, is presented as the result of a mass psychosis triggered by a small accident. The account of the mechanisms and phases of the revolt is based on historical sources, above all on Edward Gibbon's History of the Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire; but it invents so many details that it becomes an imaginative interpretation of Roman history. The narrative strategy of the tale seems clumsy but is unique in that it tries to superimpose two narrators and two points of view: that of an eye-witness involved in the dramatic events and that of a distanced historian. It is a self-contained, complex and dramatic short story and takes up a theme of social psychology that must have been extraordinary in his time and that is still topical today.

"Death of Cicero, a fragment," published in 1800 (pp. 70-79) and written in the form of a letter of the servant Tiro to Cicero's intimate friend Atticus. It gives an account of the last days of the Roman orator and philosopher whom Brown obviously admired very much. It tells of his flight from his enemies and his assassination by Laetus. Like "Thessalonica," this historical tale is another Roman story and was obviously written in connection with "Walstein's School of History."18
"Lesson on Concealment; or Memoirs of Mary Selwyn" was also published in 1800 (pp. 30-60). It is an epistolary story, which W.B. Berthoff cites as an example of how Brown incorporates ideas into his fiction. In this sentimental tale, he says,

we may see Brown's method in fiction in its essentials; we may see, too, the basic themes it subserved in nearly all his best work: the testing of moral ideas in terms of their enacted human consequences, and the initiation of the protagonists into a world defined by irreconcilable moral conflict. Brown's plots seem hurried and jumbled, but the dialectic of ideas is meaningful and progressive, and the characters are electrically charged with the clash of conceivable feeling that generates the action and determines the form of the whole narrative. This clash of emotions, which is also a clash of ideas, is so centrally involved in Brown's governing conception of  his story, that it is steadily enacted, not merely talked about. (Berthoff, 56)

It is Brown's longest tale. In spite of its sentimental main plot and slow pace, it creates remarkable suspense. While the first-person narrator, a young man, becomes more and more personally involved in the fate of the female protagonist, he detects, step by step, a series of concealments of which she had become guilty. His narrative displays the psychological processes and moral conflicts not only of Mary Selwyn, who had left her family in Europe, but also of the young narrator himself. He finally discovers her secret, reveals her concealments, and, thereby, becomes accessory to her death. The story not only describes her tragic fate, but also his "initiation," the awakening and growth of his moral consciousness through the inner conflicts of his love. In its handling of point-of-view, its time structure, lively dialogues and inner monologues, it is an exceptionally ambitious work of fiction.19
"The Trials of Arden," also published in 1800 (pp. 80-95), tells the story of the mysterious murder of a young girl and, similar to "Somnambulism," of the detection of the murderer and his hidden motives. Arden, of obscure European origin, who is suspected and eventually accused of being the perpetrator of this crime, is forced to endure the greatest hardships until the murderer is finally apprehended. The first part contains the report of the murder, and the  rest of the long analytical narrative leads, step by step, to the discovery of the truth. It is a criminal story guided by moral didacticism. Originally, it was told by an old hermit whom the narrator had visited. In their conversation a manuscript is mentioned which would disclose Arden's mysterious past and from which the old man said he would read at the narrator's next visit. A continuation of the story, however, was never published. "The Trials  of Arden" presents a well-rounded and comprehensible story about the title character's role in a murder case. Its frame is the old hermit's conversation with the young man who later puts everything down in writing. This frame suggests that the tale might have been the beginning  of a projected larger work. It was, however, never executed. It is, as Fritz Fleischmann puts it, "a complete, self-contained short-story . . . [which] displays sophisticated fictional technique and sustains a sense of mystery beyond the story's conclusion" (Fleischmann, 103, 116 f.).

"Original Letters" (1800), a group of five letters by Jessica to her girl-friend Julia, was apparently taken from an uncompleted epistorlary novel known as the "Jessica" fragment.20 They were selected and possibly edited by Brown for a separate publication and constitute a self-contained epistolary tale with Jessica as its protagonist. She tells her friend in the city about her life in the country, and weaves into her narrative a series of general comments on the relationship between city and country, on problems of the female sex, on immigration from Europe, and on education. These general reflections take so much space and have such a weight that this first-person narrative comes close to being an essay.

"Romance of Real Life" (1805)  is a short biography of an English nobleman and his common. Wife, very simply told, and obviously based on, or derived from, a British family history which Brown must have read shortly before he wrote it for his magazine. The reason for the inclusion in this edition of Browns short fiction does not lie  so much in its narrative quality as in its subject matter and its commentary at the end:

Such are the outlines of part of the history of one of the noblest families in Great Britain as given in a late publication. What a  fine groundwork would this be for invention to improve upon! Unfortunately, the aid of invention is indispensible, since the very authenticity of the general facts places the minuter particulars entirely out of our reach.

This poetological comment sounds like a quotation from a literary notebook which Brown may have kept  to collect ideas for novels and stories. If he had realized this idea, he would have produced, well before Scott, Cooper, and Hawthorne, an historical romance. Brown, who as a critic and as a theorist had always been interested in historiography, conceived of the romance as a special form of history writing which tries to discover, behind the surface of known and visible facts and with the help of the historian’s imagination, the hidden causes and motives of human action. Here he discovers English history as a new field for an historical romance.

Brown’s best story, which I am going to analyze in more detail, appeared in 1805 under the title "Somnambulism. A Fragment" (Part A, pp. 1-12). It is a short story which can be regarded as the first American detective story, published thirty-five years before Poe’s "Murders in the Rue Morgue." It is a peculiar story, and it deserves a close reading.


The story not only recounts a murder case and the attempt by the protagonist to detect the perpetrator of the crime, but it also presents the psychological analysis of a love-stricken young man. The place of action is the American frontier,  a territory between civilization and the wilderness. After a short preface, the actual story begins with an evening scene described by Althorpe, the protagonist, in a first-person narrative.

One evening Althorpe was staying with his uncle who had two more guests that night, Mr. Davis and his daughter Constantia. They sat together when an unexpected message called the father and his daughter away on some urgent business. They had to leave immediately and undertake a journey through the wilderness at night.

Althorpe, who had fallen in love with Constantia in spite of her being engaged to someone else, was pushed by this sudden turn of events into a deep inner conflict. He tells about the thoughts and feelings that rushed through him, and he characterizes himself as a sensitive and high-strung young man. He was terrified by the thought that the girl and her father could have an accident on the road to the ferry of a river which was about twenty miles away. 

Althorpe has an obvious inclination for psychology and self-analysis and seems to be a young intellectual gifted with an analytical faculty. In a rather long commentary he reflects on how men, in spite of their strong resistance, are very often overwhelmed by inexpressible fears, without there being any rational explanation for them. This general psychological  reflection is linked to some sober and honest self-characterization:

I had received little of the education of design. I owed the formation of my character chiefly to accident. I shall not pretend to determine in what degree I was credulous or superstitious. A belief, for which I could not rationally account, I was sufficiently prone to consider as the work of some invisible agent; as an intimation from the great source of existence and knowledge. My imagination was vivid. My passions, when I allowed them sway, were incontroulable [sic]. My conduct, as my feelings, was characterised by precipitation and headlong energy. (8)

He goes on to describe in detail his conflicting thoughts and emotions as well as a dream he had that night. All this builds up the psychological theme of the story, and motivates, at the same time, the unusual behavior of the narrator.

However, all of Althorpe's attempts to have Mr. Davis postpone his departure or accept his protecting company failed, because neither the father nor the daughter could understand his 
forebodings of some terrible events. They set out in a carriage, and their hosts went to rest. At first, Althorpe could not fall asleep. He recalled once more the events of the day and the evening, thought very tenderly of Constantia, and was ultimately overpowered by sleep.

At length ... I sunk into profound slumber, if that slumber can be termed profound, in which my fancy was incessantly employed in calling up the forms, into new combinations, which had constituted my waking reveries. --The images were fleeting and transient, but the events of the morrow recalled them to my remembrance with sufficient distinctness. ...

In my dreams, the design which I could not bring myself to execute while awake I embraced without hesitation. I was summoned, methought, to defend this lady from the attacks of an assassin. My ideas were full of confusion and inaccuracy. All that I can recollect is, that my efforts had been unsuccessful to avert the stroke of the murderer. This, however, was not accomplished without drawing on his head a bloody retribution. I imagined myself engaged, for a long time, in pursuit of the guilty, and, at last, to have detected him in an artful disguise. I did not employ the usual preliminaries which honour prescribes, but, stimulated by rage, attacked him with a pistol, and terminated his career by a mortal wound.(12)

This was Althorpe's dream. In the morning of the following day, he and his uncle received the news that Constantia had been shot on the road by an unidentified person. As soon as he had recovered from the shock of this terrible news, he hurried to see her. 

This is the turning point of the story. Althorpe begins the next passage with the following sentence: "The circumstances of this mournful event, as I was able to collect them at different times, from the witnesses, were these" (13). Then he recounts the reconstructed events as they must have happened after Mr. Davis departed with his daughter. This narrative is the result of Althorpe's detective work. He, the former first-person narrator, steps into the background and gives an objective, detailed, and graphic account of the nocturnal events in which the father and daughter become the protagonists. 

After Mr. and Miss Davis had left the uncle's house, there were no disturbing incidents during the first part of their journey. Suddenly Constantia thought she saw a figure on the road in front of the carriage. Mr. Davis saw it too, but it vanished just as quickly. This is conveyed in a dialogue between father and daughter, who, in the course of their further conversation, remember Althorpe's apprehensions about the possible dangers of  this nightly ride, and give, from their points of view, another much more critical characterization of the young man. When Mr. Davis again believed to have seen an illusive figure near the carriage, he became alarmed, drove up to a nearby farm, and made some inquiries. In his dialogue with the old farmer (p. 8, Zeilen 26-48), we find the attempt to render some sort of rustic dialect. The farmer describes the figure of a certain Nick Handyside who is known to haunt this region -- and at this point, Althorpe comes in again with a commentary in which he supplements the farmer's information about Nick Handyside by a more detailed account of his life. Obviously this extraordinary character has become a suspect in this murder case. Not far from the farm there lived a Mr. Handside, so the narrator explains, 

whose only son was an idiot. He also merited the name of monster, if a projecting breast, a misshapen head, features horrid and distorted, and a voice that was never before heard, could entitle him to that appellation. This being, besides the natural deformity of his frame, wore looks and practised gesticulations that were, in an inconceivable degree, uncouth and hideous. He was mischievous, but his freaks were subjects of little apprehension to those who were accustomed to them ... (18)

He was a perpetual rover. Entirely bereft of reason, his sole employment consisted in sleeping, eating, and roaming. He would frequently escape at night and play tricks on wayfarers. This characterization of the feeble-minded Nick, who seems to have jumped out of a Gothic novel, is complemented by the account of a recent adventure when he had lost his way in the wilderness of Norwood. "Unable to extricate himself, and, at length, tormented with hunger, he manifested his distress by the most doleful shrieks. These were uttered with most vehemence, and heard at greatest distance, by night." (18 f.) There follows another important commentary by the narrator:

The propensities of this being might contribute to realize, on an American road, many of those imaginary tokens and perils which abound in the wildest romance. He would be an admirable machine, in a plan whose purpose was to generate or foster, in a given subject, the frenzy of quixotism. --No theater was better adapted than Norwood to such an exhibition. This part of the country had long been deserted by beasts of prey. Bears might still, perhaps, be found during a very rigorous season, but wolves which, when the country was a desert, were extremely numerous, had now, in consequence of increasing population, withdrawn to more savage haunts. (20)

The extraordinary figure of Nick Handyside, feeble-minded but gifted with exceptional faculties, is given full characterization shortly before the climax of the story. His actions at night, on an American road, in the border region between civilization and wilderness, have essentially the same quality as those of the "wildest romance." The ghost motif of the "Gothic romance"  has been transmuted into a figure whose appearance and whose actions have the same horror effect, but who, in spite of his ghost-like character, is given human traits. A second component in the story's transformation of the Gothic romance is the description of a specific American setting: the nightly scenery on the American frontier, not far from the wilderness of Norwood.21
The story proceeds swiftly to its climax. After their talk with the old farmer, Mr. and Miss Davis continued their journey with new confidence because they believed that they had nothing to fear from this feeble-minded creature. Rustling leaves and stumbling steps and the passing appearance of a dark figure indeed caught their further attention but did not cause any  terror. Suddenly they heard a terrible shriek. Mr. Davis, hearing fast steps approaching from behind, jumped to the side and dragged his daughter along with him. The bolting horse and the empty carriage sped past them, followed by the servant trying in vain to catch up  with them and get them under control. The carriage crashed against the stem of a big oak  which had been pointed out to them before, turned upside down and broke into pieces. Father and daughter lay at the side of the road. It was completely dark, and no house was in sight. They  went up to the oak tree. Here Constantia stopped in order to rest a little, and her father went on to search for the servant and the horse. "The voice was still. Having accomplished its malicious purposes, the spectre had probably taken its final leave from them" (22). So it seemed. As the father was about to return to his daughter he heard the shot of a pistol, ran back, and found her lying under the oak, covered with blood, and unconscious. The criminal had disappeared. Nearby was the house of a surgeon. He had heard the shot and the shouting of the father and had rushed  to the place of the crime. But all his medical efforts were in vain: the bullet was lodged in her brain and could not be removed. 

Here, at the end of the summary report of his inquiries, the first-person narrator steps again into the foreground, without, however, mentioning the name of the murderer whom he seems not yet to know, and he ends the story with the following sentence: "Why should I dwell on the remaining incidents of this tale? She languished till the next morning, and then expired. ----" (24)

This seems to be a very unsatisfying ending, because the narrator, at the end of all his investigations, either does not yet know the murderer, or he does not want to reveal the murderer's name; and any adequate detective story should finally disclose the identity of the criminal. The story is ambiguous, except for its title, and the little preface which, up to now, has not been considered. It is put in square brackets and quotation marks by the author:

[The following fragment will require no other preface or commentary than an extract from the Vienna Gazette of June 14, 1784. " At Great Glogau, in Silesia, the attention of physicians, and of the people, has been excited by  the case of a young man, whose behaviour indicates perfect health in all respects but one. He has a habit of rising in his sleep, and performing a great many actions with as much order and exactness as when awake. This habit for a long time showed itself in freaks and achievements merely innocent, or, at least, only troublesome and inconvenient, till about six weeks ago. At that period a shocking event took place about three leagues from the town, and in the neighbourhood where the youth's family resides. A young lady, travelling with her father by night, was shot dead upon the road, by some person unknown. The officers of justice took a good deal of pains to trace the author of the crime, and at length, by carefully comparing circumstances, a suspicion was fixed upon this youth.  After an accurate scrutiny, by the tribunal of the circle, he has been declared author of the murder: but what renders the case truly extraordinary is, that there are good reasons for believing that the deed was perpetrated by the youth while asleep, and was entirely unknown to himself. The young woman was the object of his affection, and the journey in which she had engaged had given him the utmost anxiety for her safety."] (5)

The parallel of this newspaper report with our story is obvious. Since it is presented by the author (assuming here the role of a sort of editor) as a "preface [of,] or commentary [on,]" Althorpe's narrative, it is meant to be an integral part of "Somnambulism." The main story, presented by Althorpe in his first person and as his own experience, appears as an imaginative variation and extension of the newspaper story, presented by a sort of superimposed editor. It is only from this combination of two different but related stories that conclusions can be drawn that help to answer the unsettled question who murdered Constantia Davis. It was not Nick Handyside, who was strongly suspected in the course of the story; it was clearly young Althorpe who, in a state of somnambulism, shot his beloved Constantia. This is also indicated by the title. Somnambulism was to Darwin's Zoonomia another disease of the mind, beside that of extreme love. Althorpe's case may seem to us today a very extraordinary one, but for Brown, who had studied  Darwin's book and had read the report in the Vienna Gazette of June 14, 1784,22 it was a realistic case which could claim a high degree of probability. The integration of two parallel stories, one commenting on the other, and one purporting to be a documented fact, is a structural phenomenon unique in the history of early American fiction.

"Somnambulism" is a Gothic story in an American setting in which mysterious happenings in the wilderness at night impart an atmosphere of terror, and it is a criminal story because it tells of a murder. It is, moreover, a psychological story because it describes in detail the extreme state of mind of the narrator bordering, according to Darwin, on a mental disease, and because it shows the author's interest in psychological analysis. 

It is a narrative in which Althorpe, the lover of the murdered girl and at the same time the narrator and protagonist, is also the investigator of his own deeds. His motives to clear up the murder which he, the victim of the disease of somnabulism, has committed unknowingly, are, of course, different from those of Auguste Dupin, the private detective in Edgar Allan Poe's detective stories. But like  Dupin, Althorpe is not a professional, and they also share a gift for rational analysis. Even the present detective stories in literature, film, and television sometimes employ non-professionals for the unravelling of their murder cases, such as friends of the victim, "muckraking" journalists, or others who have an authentic motive for taking over that task. If one accepts the thesis that a detective story is not only defined by the presence of a professional detective but also by the existence of a detective process resulting in the clearing up of a murder case, then "Somnambulism" can be regarded as the first detective story in American literature. There is a murder and a murderer; there is a protagonist who sets out to investigate how it happened, and who tries, in a reconstructed chronological narrative of the events leading to the murder, to put together all the available evidence of the eye-witness reports. To be sure, Althorpe seems to remain blind to the diseased condition of his own mind, but he presents the results of his investigation so well that the reader, at the end, has all the facts and arrives, with the help of the attached newspaper report and the title, at a full recognition of the truth.


The last story, "Omar and Fatima; or, The Apothecary of Ispahan" (pp.110-142), is an Oriental tale attributed here to Brown for the first time. It is actually a parody of this literary genre which was then still popular, and at the same time a satire on the medical profession and on successful medical careers. It gives to the long and winded series of fictional events an authentic geographical and historical background which may have been derived from Brown’s extensive reading of available travel books. The story can essentially change the picture one has of Brown’s literary development, especially in his last period, in which he was said to have moved away from fiction. The "Annotated Critical Bibliography" (see pp. 204-208, 218 f. and 219-229) discusses the problem in detail, as well as "Insanity: A Fragment" (1809), a story wich appeared as part of Brown’s essay series "The Scribbler" being a shortened version of "The Lesson on Sensibility" (1798).

Charles Brockden Brown's short stories were either written in conjunction with his essays, which frequently contained sections of narration that were intended as illustrations or exempla of a given thesis, insight, or "moral precept;" or they were written together with, or as parts of, his major novels. But they all turned out to be self-contained short narratives which Brown either wrote or edited for their separate publication. One should not regard these stories as fragmentary by-products of his essays and novels but should judge them on their own literary quality as indicated in the preceeding short summaries. Moreover, one must take into account that Brown's literary norms and intentions were different from those of the authors and literay scholars of the 20th century who regard the short story as a fully established genre of fiction. From the theoretical statements in Brown's essays and prefaces one can infer that what we call today a novel, a work of narrative art, was for him a work of history which used fictional means for the attainment of its special ends (Weber, "Browns Theorie der Geschichtsschreibung und des Romans;" Schäfer, 91-117). The central document of Brown's narrative theory is his essay "Walstein's School of History" (Brown, Literary Essays and Reviews, 31-39). 23
"Walstein's School of History" pretends to be the translation of an essay of a German author, builds up the fiction of a scholarly school of German historiographers, and their two exponents, Walstein and his senior student Engel. They represent two related types of historiography which have much in common: "The same minute explication of motives, the same indissoluble and well-woven tissue of causes and effects, the same unity and coherence of design, the same power of engrossing the attention, and the same felicity, purity, and compactness of style, are conspicuous in all." (32). Both also subscribe to the same moral and political principles. There are, however, signifcant differences between the two.

Walstein wrote two historiographical works: a biography of Cicero and another of the Marquis of Pombal. He presented Cicero and Pombal as historical "portraits of human excellence" and examples of right moral conduct to be imitated by his contem-poraries. Walstein was a "moral reasoner," being governed by a philosophy aiming at the general happiness of mankind. He wrote his biographies with a didactic intention: they were to be exempla in the service of an outspoken moral philosophy. He knew how difficult it was in writing such a history to reach the truth and to discover the causes of events and the hidden motives of human actions. "Actions and motives cannot be truly described. We can only make approaches to the truth" (33), i.e. we can only arrive at insights that have a maximum degree of probability. Walstein wrote his biography of Cicero as a first-person narrative, in  the form of an autobiography, making Cicero the narrator of his own life. This is certainly a new and "hazardous undertaking," but in comparison to the usual histories one finds here "a deeper insight into human nature, a more accurate acquaintance with the facts, more correctness of arrangement, and a deeper concern in the progress and issue of the story." This kind of "imaginary history" proceeds from a profound understanding of human nature, an intimate knowledge of the historical facts, and a mastery of narrative technique. It is a form of didactic narrative of human actions and events of the historical past that attains a specific synthesis of fact and fiction. It is a sort of historical novel.

Engel thought, like his master, "that the narration of public events, with a certain licence of invention, was the most efficacious of moral instruments" (35),and he wanted his works to be examples for right moral conduct. But the subjects for the histories he writes were not to be found on the high level of statesmen and generals, a level which only a few men can reach in their lives. Instead he found them on the common ground of everyday human life. He pleaded for a kind of historiography that can be immediately useful to the common man because it focusses on the domestic sphere. Here human happiness is also at stake. As an example of Engel's kind of history, the essay gives a summary of the biography of Olivo Ronsica, a youth from the country, whose moral stability and strong mind resisted all perils. This fictional biography, which is quite favorably compared with Richardson's Clarissa, is a camouflaged summary of the first part of Brown's novel  Arthur Mervyn. It suggests that this essay on Walstein's and Engels' schools of history is a presentation of Brown's own narrative theory. It is a theory which classifies the kind of narrative he writes (i.e. the novel as well as the short story) as a kind of history, and he subdivides this genre into two different types: the history of past events, based on historical sources (like "Thessalonica" and "Death of Cicero"); and the history of contemporary events, based on the realities of contemporary life (like "The Lesson on Concealment," "Portrait of an Emigrant" and "Somnabulism"). In spite of their differences, Walstein's "imaginary history" and Engels' "fictitious history" stand in the service of the same moral philosophy. They are comparable forms of didactic narration, and belong to one narrative genre.24
Brown's novels and short stories absorbed many conventions of the enlightened and classicistic 18th century. They also contained the seeds for a development that led into the romantic period. Brown is not only the outstanding representative of early American fiction, but he is also  the innovator who, in the short span of his life broke some new ground. In a number of his fictional works, including some of his short stories, he attained a structural complexity that did away with straight and plain didacticism. His short stories are dramatic and create suspense. They are impelled by a search for hidden truths, by a process of the detection of mysterious causes, and by a lively interest in the rational and emotional mechanisms of the human psyche. They are governed by an analytical mind interested in the discussion  of major moral and social problems. In his stories sets up no rules of right moral conduct, but he confronts the figures of his fancy as well as his readers  with moral problems. His novels and short stories are moral case studies, products of an exceedingly impulsive creativity and of an intensive and dynamic process of fictional thinking, i.e., a thinking in terms of concrete fictional characters, actions and conflicts. 

Brown's novels were known to Poe, Hawthorne, and other American and English writers of the Romantic period, but his anonymously published short stories remained hidden in the early magazines. He did not care to collect them for book publication. So they exercised no direct influence on the development of the short story in America. However, in a literary history which undertakes to trace and assess the performances of short-story writing from its early beginnings, they should have a major place. It should be recognized that the history of the short story in America did not begin with Irving, as Pattee and many others maintained, but with the Providences of the Puritans, with the short narratives in the American magazines of the 18th century, and most certainly with those of Charles Brockden Brown.

TEXTS

from Somnambulisum, and Other Stories

1.

SOMNAMBULISM.
A FRAGMENT.

(The following fragment will require no other preface or commentary than an extract from the Vienna Gazette of June 14, 1784. "At Great Glogau, in Silesia, the attention of physicians, and of the people, has been excited by the case of a young man, whose behaviour indicates perfect health in all respects but one. He has a habit of rising in his sleep, and performing a great many actions with as much order and exactness as when awake. This habit for a long time showed itself in freaks and achievements merely innocent, or, at least, only troublesome and inconvenient, till about six weeks ago. At that period a shocking event took place about three leagues from the town, and in the neighbourhood where the youth's family resides. A young lady, travelling with her father by night, was shot dead upon the road, by some person unknown. The officers of justice took a good deal of pains to trace the author of the crime, and at length, by carefully comparing circumstances, a suspicion was fixed upon this youth. After an accurate scrutiny, by the tribunal of the circle, he has been declared author of the murder: but what renders the case truly extraordinary is, that there are good reasons for believing that the deed was perpetrated by the youth while asleep, and was entirely unknown to himself. The young woman was the object of his affection, and the journey in which she had engaged had given him the utmost anxiety for her safety.")

-------
Our
 guests were preparing to retire for the night, when somebody knocked loudly at the gate. The person was immediately admitted, and presented a letter to Mr. Davis. This letter was from a friend, in which he informed our guest of certain concerns of great importance, on which the letter-writer was extremely anxious to have a personal conference with his friend; but knowing that he intended to set out from ------ four days previous to his writing, he was hindered from setting out by the apprehension of missing him upon the way. Meanwhile, he had deemed best to send a special message to quicken his motions, should he be able to find him.


The importance of this interview was such, that Mr. Davis declared his intention of setting out immediately. No solicitations could induce him to delay a moment. His daughter, convinced of the urgency of his motives, readily consented to brave the perils and discomforts of a nocturnal journey.


This event had not been anticipated by me. The shock that it produced in me was, to my own apprehension, a subject of surprise. I could not help perceiving that it was greater than the occasion would justify. The pleasures of this intercourse were, in a moment, to be ravished from me. I was to part from my new friend, and when we should again meet it was impossible to foresee. It was then that I recollected her expressions, that assured me that her choice was fixed upon another. If I saw her again, it would probably be as a wife. The claims of friendship, as well as those of love, would then be swallowed up by a superior and hateful obligation.


But, though betrothed, she was not wedded. That was yet to come; but why should it be considered as inevitable? Our dispositions and views must change with circumstances. Who was he that Constantia Davis had chosen? Was he born to outstrip all competitors in ardour and fidelity? We cannot fail of choosing
 that which appears to us most worthy of choice. He had hitherto been unrivalled; but was not this day destined to introduce to her one, to whose merits every competitor must yield? He that would resign this prize, without an arduous struggle, would, indeed, be of all wretches the most pusillanimous and feeble.


Why, said I, do I cavil at her present choice? I will maintain that it does honour to her discernment. She would not be that accomplished being which she seems, if she had acted otherwise. It would be sacrilege to question the rectitude of her conduct. The object of her choice was worthy. The engagement of her heart in his favour was unavoidable, because her experience had not hitherto produced one deserving to be placed in competition with him. As soon as his superior is found, his claims will be annihilated. Has not this propitious accident supplied the defects of her former observation? But soft! is she not betrothed? If she be, what have I to dread? The engagement is accompanied with certain conditions. Whether they be openly expressed or not, they necessarily limit it. Her vows are binding on condition that the present situation continues, and that another does not arise, previously to marriage, by whose claims those of the present lover will be justly superseded.


But how shall I contend with this unknown admirer? She is going whither it will not be possible for me to follow her. An interview of a few hours is not sufficient to accomplish the important purpose that I meditate; but even this is now at an end. I shall speedily be forgotten by her. I have done nothing that entitles me to a place in her remembrance. While my rival will be left at liberty to prosecute his suit, I shall be abandoned to solitude, and have no other employment than to ruminate on the bliss that has eluded my grasp. If scope were allowed to my exertions, I might hope that they would ultimately be crowned with success; but, as it is, I am manacled and powerless. The good would easily be reached, if my hands were at freedom: now that they are fettered, the attainment is impossible.


But is it true that such is my forlorn condition? What is it that irrecoverably binds me to this spot? There are seasons of respite from my present occupations, in which I commonly indulge myself in journeys. This lady's habitation is not at an immeasurable distance from mine. It may be easily comprised within the sphere of my excursions. Shall I want a motive or excuse for paying her a visit? Her father has claimed to be better acquainted with my uncle. The lady has intimated, that the sight of me, at any fluture period, will give her pleasure. This will furnish ample apology for visiting their house. But why should I delay my visit? Why not immediately attend them on their way? If not on their whole journey, at least for a part of it? A journey in darkness is not unaccompanied with peril. Whatever be the caution or knowledge of their guide, they cannot be supposed to surpass mine, who have trodden this part of the way so often, that my chamber floor is scarcely more familiar to me. Besides, there is danger, from which, I am persuaded, my attendance would be a sufficient, an indispensable safeguard.


I am unable to explain why I conceived this journey to be attended with uncommon danger. My mind was, at first, occupied with the remoter consequences of this untimely departure, but my thoughts gradually returned to the contemplation of its immediate effects. There were twenty miles to a ferry, by which the travellers designed to cross the river, and at which they expected to arrive at sun-rise the next morning. I have said that the intermediate way was plain and direct. Their guide professed to be thoroughly acquainted with it. -- From what quarter, then, could danger be expected to arise? It was easy to enumerate and magnify possibilities; that a tree, or ridge, or stone unobserved might overturn the carriage; that their horse might fail, or be urged, by some accident, to flight, were far from being impossible. Still they were such as justified caution. My vigilance would, at least, contribute to their security. But I could not for a moment divest myself of the belief, that my aid was indispensable. As I pondered on this image my emotions arose to terror.


All men are, at times, influenced by inexplicable sentiments. Ideas haunt them in spite of all their efforts to discard them. Prepossessions are entertained, for which their reason is unable to discover any adequate cause. The strength of a belief, when it is destitute of any rational foundation, seems, of itself, to furnish a new ground for credulity. We first admit a powerful persuasion, and then, from reflecting on the insufficiency of the ground on which it is built, instead of being prompted to dismiss it, we become more forcibly attached to it.


I had received little of the education of design. I owed the formation of my character chiefly to accident. I shall not pretend to determine in what degree I was credulous or superstitious. A belief, for which I could not rationally account, I was sufficiently prone to consider as the work of some invisible agent; as an intimation from the great source of existence and knowledge. My imagination was vivid. My passions, when I allowed them sway, were incontrolable
. My conduct, as my feelings, was characterized
 by precipitation and headlong energy.


On this occasion I was eloquent in my remonstrances. I could not suppress my opinion, that unseen danger lurked in their way. When called upon to state the reasons of my apprehensions, I could only enumerate possibilities of which they were already apprised, but which they regarded in their true light. I made bold enquiries into the importance of the motives that should induce them to expose themselves to the least hazard. They could not urge their horse beyond his real strength. They would be compelled to suspend their journey for some time the next day. A few hours were all that they could hope to save by their utmost expedition. Were a few hours of such infinite moment?


In these representations I was sensible that I had over-leaped the bounds of rigid decorum. It was not my place to weigh his motives and inducements. My age and situation, in this family, rendered silence and submission my peculiar province. I had hitherto confined myself within bounds of scrupulous propriety, but now I had suddenly lost sight of all regards but those which related to the safety of the travellers.


Mr. Davis regarded my vehemence with suspicion. He eyed me with more attention than I had hitherto received from him. The impression which this unexpected interference made upon him, I was, at the time, too much absorbed in other considerations to notice. It was afterwards plain that he suspected my zeal to originate in a passion for his daughter, which it was by no means proper for him to encourage. If this idea occurred to him, his humanity would not suffer it to generate indignation or resentment in his bosom. On the contrary, he treated my arguments with mildness, and assured me that I had over-rated the inconveniences and perils of the journey. Some regard was to be paid to his daughter's ease and health. He did not believe them to be materially endangered. They should make suitable provision of cloaks and caps against the inclemency of the air. Had not the occasion been extremely urgent, and of that urgency he alone could be the proper judge, he should certainly not consent to endure even these trivial inconveniences. "But you seem," continued he, "chiefly anxious for my daughter's sake. There is, without doubt, a large portion of gallantry in your fears. It is natural and venial in a young man to take infinite pains for the service of the ladies; but, my dear, what say you? I will refer this important question to your decision. Shall we go, or wait till the morning?"


Go, by all means," replied she. I confess the fears that have been expressed appear to be groundless. I am bound to our young friend for the concern he takes in our welfare, but certainly his imagination misleads him. I am not so much a girl as to be scared merely because it is dark."


I might have foreseen this decision; but what could I say? My fears and my repugnance were strong as ever.


The evil that was menaced was terrible. By remaining where they were till the next day they would escape it. Was no other method sufficient for their preservation? My attendance would effectually obviate the danger.


This scheme possessed irresistible attractions. I was thankful to the danger for suggesting it. In the fervour of my conceptions, I was willing to run to the world's end to show my devotion to the lady. I could sustain, with alacrity, the fatigue of many nights of travelling and watchfulness. I should unspeakably prefer them to warmth and ease, if I could thereby extort from this lady a single phrase of gratitude or approbation.


I proposed to them to bear them company, at least till the morning light They would not listen to it. Half my purpose was indeed answered by the glistening eyes and affectionate looks of Miss Davis, but the remainder I was pertinaciously bent on likewise accomplishing. If Mr. Davis had not suspected my motives, he would probably have been less indisposed to compliance. As it was, however, his objections were insuperable. They earnestly insisted on my relinquishing my design. My uncle, also, not seeing any thing that justified extraordinary precautions, added his injunctions. I was conscious of my inability to show any sufficient grounds for my fears. As long as their representations rung in my ears, I allowed myself to be ashamed of my weakness, and conjured up a temporary persuasion that my attendance was, indeed, superfluous, and that I should show most wisdom in suffering them to depart alone. 


But this persuasion was transient. They had no sooner placed themselves in their carriage, and exchanged the parting adieus, but my apprehensions returned upon me as forcibly as ever. No doubt part of my despondency flowed from the idea of separation, which, however auspicious it might prove to the lady, portended unspeakable discomforts to me. But this was not all. I was breathless with fear of some unknown and terrible disaster that awaited them. A hundred times I resolved to disregard their remonstrances, and hover near them till the morning. This might be done without exciting their displeasure. It was easy to keep aloof and be unseen by them. I should doubtless have pursued this method if my fears had assumed any definite and consistent form; if, in reality, I had been able distinctly to tell what it was that I feared. My guardianship would be of no use against the obvious sources of danger in the ruggedness and obscurity of the way. For that end I must have tendered them my services, which I knew would be refused, and, if pertinaciously obtruded on them, might justly excite displeasure. I was not insensible, too, of the obedience that was due to my uncle. My absence would be remarked. Some anger and much disquietude would have been the consequences with respect to him. And after all, what was this groundless and ridiculous persuasion that governed me? Had I profited nothing by experience of the effects of similar follies? Was I never to attend to the lessons of sobriety and truth? How ignominious to be thus the slave of a fortuitous and inexplicable impulse! To be the victim of terrors more chimerical than those which haunt the dreams of idiots and children! They can describe clearly, and attribute a real existence to the object of their terrors. Not so can I.


Influenced by these considerations, I shut the gate at which I had been standing, and turned towards the house. After a few steps I paused, turned, and listened to the distant sounds of the carriage. My courage was again on the point of yielding, and new efforts were requisite before I could resume my first resolutions.


I spent a drooping and melancholy evening. My imagination continually hovered over our departed guests. I recalled every circumstance of the road. I reflected by what means they were to pass that bridge, or extricate themselves from this slough. I imagined the possibility of their guide's forgetting the position of a certain oak that grew in the road. It was an ancient tree, whose boughs extended, on all sides, to an extraordinary distance. They seemed disposed by nature in that way in which they would produce the most ample circumference of shade. I could not recollect any other obstruction from which much was to be feared. This indeed was several miles distant, and its appearance was too remarkable not to have excited attention.


The family retired to sleep. My mind had been too powerfully excited to permit me to imitate their example. The incidents of the last two days passed over my fancy like a vision. The revolution was almost incredible which my mind had undergone, in consequence of these incidents. It was so abrupt and entire that my soul seemed to have passed into a new form. I pondered on every incident till the surrounding scenes disappeared, and I forgot my real situation. I mused upon the image of Miss Davis till my whole soul was dissolved in tenderness, and my eyes overflowed with tears. There insensibly arose a sort of persuasion that destiny had irreversably decreed that I should never see her more.


While engaged in this melancholy occupation, of which I cannot say how long it lasted, sleep overtook me as I sat. Scarcely a minute had elapsed during this period without conceiving the design, more or less strenuously, of sallying forth, with a view to overtake and guard the travellers; but this design was embarrassed with invincible objections, and was alternately formed and laid aside. At length, as I have said, I sunk into profound slumber, if that slumber can be termed profound, in which my fancy was incessantly employed in calling up the forms, into new combinations, which had constituted my waking reveries. - The images were fleeting and transient, but the events of the morrow recalled them to my remembrance with sufficient distinctness. The terrors which I had so deeply and unaccountably imbibed could not fail of retaining some portion of their influence, in spite of sleep.


In my dreams, the design which I could not bring myself to execute while awake I embraced without hesitation. I was summoned, methought, to defend this lady from the attacks of an assassin. My ideas were full of confusion and inaccuracy. All that I can recollect is, that my efforts had been unsuccessful to avert the stroke of the murderer.This, however, was not accomplished without drawing on his head a bloody retribution. I imagined myself engaged, for a long time, in pursuit of the guilty, and, at last, to have detected him in an artful disguise. I did not employ the usual preliminaries which honour prescribes, but, stimulated by rage, attacked him with a pistol, and terminated his career by a mortal wound.


I should not have described these phantoms had there not been a remarkable coincidence between them and the real events of that night. In the morning, my uncle, whose custom it was to rise first in the family, found me quietly reposing in the chair in which I had fallen asleep. His summons roused and startled me. This posture was so unusual that I did not readily recover my recollection, and perceive in what circumstances I was placed.


I shook off the dreams of the night. Sleep had refreshed and invigorated my frame, as well as tranquillized my thoughts. I still mused on yesterday's adventures, but my reveries were more cheerful and benign. My fears and bodements were dispersed with the dark, and I went into the fields, not merely to perform the duties of the day, but to ruminate on plans for the future.


My golden visions, however, were soon converted into visions of despair. A messenger arrived before noon, intreating my presence, and that of my uncle, at the house of Dr. Inglefield, a gentleman who resided at the distance of three miles from our house. The messenger explained the intention of this request. It appeared that the terrors of the preceding evening had some mysterious connection with truth. By some deplorable accident, Miss Davis had been shot on the road, and was still lingering in dreadful agonies at the house of this physician. I was in a field near the road when the messenger approached the house. On observing me, he called me. His tale was meagre and imperfect, but the substance of it it was easy to gather. I stood for a moment motionless and aghast. As soon as I recovered my thoughts I set off full speed, and made not a moment's pause till I reached the house of Inglefield.


The circumstances of this mournful event, as I was able to collect them at different times, from the witnesses, were these. After they had parted from us, they proceeded on their way for some time without molestation. The clouds disappearing, the starlight enabled them with less difficulty to discern their path. They met not a human being till they came within less than three miles of the oak which I have before described. Here Miss Davis looked forward with some curiosity and said to her father, "Do you not see some one in the road before us? I saw him this moment move across from the fence on the right hand and stand still in the middle of the road."


"I see nothing, I must confess," said the father: "but that is no subject of wonder; your young eyes will of course see farther than my old ones."


"I see him clearly at this moment," rejoined the lady. "If he remain a short time where he is, or seems to be, we shall be able to ascertain his properties. Our horse's head will determine whether his substance be impassive or not."


The carriage slowly advancing, and the form remaining in the sa me spot, Mr. Davis at length perceived it, but was not allowed a clearer examination, for the person, having, as it seemed, ascertained the nature of the cavalcade, shot across the road, and disappeared. The behaviour of this unknown person furnished the travellers with a topic of abundant speculation.


Few possessed a firmer mind than Miss Davis; but whether she was assailed, on this occasion, with a mysterious foreboding of her destiny; whether the eloqyence of my fears had not, in spite of resolution, infected her; or whether she imagined evils that my incautious temper might draw upon me, and which might originate in our late interview, certain it was that her spirits were visibly depressed. This accident made no sensible alteration in her. She was still disconsolate and incommunicative. All the efforts of her father were insufficient to inspire her with cheerfulness. He repeatedly questioned her as to the cause of this unwonted despondency. Her answer was, that her spirits were indeed depressed, but she believed that the circumstance was casual. She knew of nothing that could justify despondency. But such is humanity. Cheerfulness and dejection will take their turns in the best regulated bosoms, and come and go when they will, and not at the command of reason. This observation was succeeded by a pause. At length Mr. Davis said, "A thought has just occurred to me. The person whom we just now saw is young Althorpe."


Miss Davis was startled: "Why, my dear father, should you think so? It is too dark to judge, at this distance, by resemblance of figure. Ardent and rash as he appears to be, I should scarcely suspect him on this occasion. With all the fiery qualities of youth, unchastised by experience, untamed by adversity, he is capable no doubt of extravagant adventures, but what could induce him to act in this manner?"


"You know the fears that he expressed concerning the issue of this night's journey. We know not what foundation he might have had for these fears. He told us of no danger that ought to deter us, but it is hard to conceive that he should have been thus vehement without cause. We kn'ow not what motives might have induced him to conceal from us the sources of his terror. And since he could not obtain our consent to his attending us, he has taken these means, perhaps, of effecting his purpose. The darkness might easily conceal him from our observation. He might have passed us without our noticing him, or he might have made a circuit in the woods we have just passed, and come out before us."


"That I  own," replied the daughter, "is not improbable. If it be true, I shall be sorry for his own sake, but if there be any danger from which his attendance can secure us, I shall be well pleased for all our sakes. He will reflect with some satisfaction, perhaps, that he has done or intended us a service. It would be cruel to deny him a satisfaction so innocent."


"Pray, my dear, what think you of this young man? Does his ardour to serve us flow from a right source?"


"It flows, I have no doubt, from a double source. He has a kind heart, and delights to oblige others: but this is not all. He is likewise in love, and imagines that he cannot do too much for the object of his passion."


"Indeed!" exclaimed Mr. Davis, in some surprise. "You speak very positively. That is no more than I suspected; but how came you to know it with so much certainty?"


"The information came to me in the directest manner. He told me so himself."


"So ho! why, the impertinent young rogue!"


"Nay, my dear father, his behaviour did not merit that epithet. He is rash and inconsiderate. That is the utmost amount of his guilt. A short absence will show him the true state of his feelings. It was unavoidable, in one of his character, to fall in love with the first woman whose appearance was in any degree specious. But attachments like these will be extinguished as easily as they are formed. I do not fear for him on this account."


"Have you reason to fear for him on any account?"


"Yes. The period of youth will soon pass away. Overweening and fickle, he will go on committing one mistake after another, incapable of repairing his errors, or of profiting by the daily lessons of experience. His genius will be merely an implement of mischief. His greater capacity will be evinced merely by the greater portion of unhappiness that, by means of it, will accrue to others or rebound upon himself."


"I see, my dear, that your spirits are low. Nothing else, surely, could suggest such melancholy presages. For my part, I question not, but he will one day be a fine fellow and a happy one. I like him exceedingly. I shall take pains to be acquainted with his future adventures, and do him all the good that I can."


"That intention," said his daughter, "is worthy of the goodness of your heart. He is no less an object of regard to me than to you. I trust I shall want neither the power nor inclination to contribute to his welfare. At present, however, his welfare will be best promoted by forgetting me. Hereafter, I shall solicit a renewal of intercourse."


"Speak lower," said the father. "If I mistake not, there is the same person again." He pointed to the field that skirted the road on the left hand. The young lady's better eyes enabled her to detect his mistake. It was the trunk of a cherry-tree that he had observed.


They proceeded in silence. Contrary to custom, the lady was buried in musing. Her father, whose temper and inclinations were moulded by those of his child, insensibly subsided into the same state.


The re-appearance of the same figure that had already excited their attention diverted them anew from their contemplations. "As I live," exclaimed Mr. Davis, "that thing, whatever it be, haunts us. I do not like it. This is strange conduct for young Althorpe to adopt. Instead of being our protector, the danger, against which he so pathetically warned us, may be, in some inscrutable way, connected with this personage. It is best to be upon our guard."


"Nay, my father," said the lady, "be not disturbed. What danger can be dreaded by two persons from one? This thing, I dare say, means us no harm. What is at present inexplicable might be obvious enough if we were better acquainted with this neighbourhood. It is not worth a thought. You see it is now gone." Mr. Davis looked again, but it was no longer discernible.


They were now approaching a wood. Mr. Davis called to the guide to stop. His daughter enquired the reason of this command. She found it arose from his uncertainty as to the propriety of proceeding.


"I know not how it is," said he, "but I begin to be affected with the fears of young Althorpe. I am half resolved not to enter this wood. - That light yonder informs that a house is near. It may not be unadvisable to stop. I cannot think of delaying our journey till morning; but, by stopping a few minutes, we may possibly collect some useful information. Perhaps it will be expedient and practicable to procure the attendance of another person. I am not well pleased with myself for declin[in]g our young friend's offer."


To this proposal Miss Davis objected the inconveniences that calling at a farmer's house, at this time of night, when all were retired to rest, would probably occasion. "Besides," continued she, "the light which you saw is gone: a sufficient proof that it was nothing but a meteor."


At this moment they heard a noise, at a small distance behind them, as of shutting a gate. They called. Speedily an answer was returned in a tone of mildness. The person approached the chaise, and enquired who they were, whence they came, whither they were going, and, lastly, what they wanted.


Mr. Davis explained to this inquisitive person, in a few words, the nature of their situation, mentioned the appearance on the road, and questioned him, in his turn, as to what inconveniences were to be feared from prosecuting his journey. Satisfactory answers were returned to these enquiries.


"As to what you seed in the road," continued he, "I reckon it was nothing but a sheep or a cow. I am not more scary than some folks, but I never goes out a' nights without I sees some sich thing as that, that I takes for a man or woman, and am scared a little oftentimes, but not much. I'm sure after to find that it's not nothing but a cow, or hog, or tree, or something. If it wasn't some sich thing you seed, I reckon it was Nick Handyside . "


"Nick Handyside! who was he?"


"It was a fellow that went about the country a' nights. A shocking fool to be sure, that loved to plague and frighten people. Yes. Yes. It couldn't be nobody, he reckoned, but Nick. Nick was a droll thing. He wondered they'd never heard of Nick. He reckoned they were strangers in these here parts."


"Very true, my friend. But who is Nick? Is he a reptile to be shunned, or trampled on?"


"Why I don't know how as that. Nick is an odd soul to be sure; but he don't do nobody no harm, as ever I heard, except by scaring them. He is easily skeart though, for that matter, himself. He loves to frighten folks, but he's shocking apt to be frightened himself. I reckon you took Nick for a ghost. That's a shocking good story, I declare. Yet it's happened hundreds and hundreds of times, I guess, and more."


When this circumstance was mentioned, my uncle, as well as myself, was astonished at our own negligence. While enumerating, on the preceding evening, the obstacles and inconveniences which the travellers were likely to encounter, we entirely and unaccountably overlooked one circumstance, from which inquietude might reasonably have been expected. Near the spot where they now were, lived a Mr. Handyside, whose only son was an idiot. He also merited the name of monster, if a projecting breast, a mis-shapen head, features horrid and distorted, and a voice that resembled nothing that was ever before heard, could entitle him to that appellation. This being, besides the natural deformity of his frame, wore looks and practised gesticulations that were, in an inconceivable degree, uncouth and hideous. He was mischievous, but his freaks were subjects of little apprehension to those who were accustomed to them, though they were frequently occasions of alarm to strangers. He particularly delighted in imposing on the ignorance of strangers and the timidity of women. He was a perpetual rover. Entirely bereft of reason, his sole employment consisted in sleeping, and eating, and roaming. He would frequently escape at night, and a thousand anecdotes could have been detailed respecting the tricks which Nick Handyside had played upon way-farers.


Other considerations, however, had, in this instance, so much engrossed our minds, that Nick Handyside had never been once thought or mentioned. This was the more remarkable, as there had very lately happened an adventure, in which this person had acted a principal part. He had wandered from home, and got bewildered in a desolate tract, known by the name of Norwood. It was a region, rude, sterile, and lonely, bestrewn with rocks, and embarrassed with bushes.


He had remained for some days in this wilderness. Unable to extricate himself, and, at length, tormented with hunger, he manifested his distress by the most doleful shrieks. These were uttered with most vehemence, and heard at greatest distance, by night. At first, those who heard them were panic-struck; but, at length, they furnished a clue by which those who were in search of him were guided to the spot. Notwithstanding the recentness and singularity of this adventure, and the probability that our guests would suffer molestation from this cause, so strangely forgetful had we been, that no caution on this head had been given. This caution, indeed, as the event testified, would have been superfluous, and yet I cannot enough wonder that in hunting for some reason, by which I might justify my fears to them or to myself, I had totally overlooked this mischief-loving idiot.


After listening to an ample description of Nick, being warned to proceed with particular caution in a part of the road that was near at hand, and being assured that they had nothing to dread from human interference, they resumed their journey with new confidence.


Their attention was frequently excited by rustling leaves or stumbling. footsteps, and the figure which they doubted not to belong to Nick Handyside, occasionally hovered in their sight. This appearance no longer inspired them with apprehension. They had been assured that a stern voice was sufficient to repulse him, when most importunate. This antic being treated all others as children. He took pleasure in the effects which the sight of his own deformity produced, and betokened his satisfaction by a laugh, which might have served as a model to the poet who has depicted the ghastly risibilities of Death. On this occasion, however, the monster behaved with unusual moderation. He never came near enough for his peculiarities to be distinguished by star-light. There was nothing fantastic in his motions, nor any thing surprising, but the celerity of his transitions. They were unaccompanied by those howls, which reminded you at one time of a troop of hungry wolves, and had, at another, something in them inexpressibly wild and melancholy. This monster possessed a certain species of dexterity. His talents, differently applied, would have excited rational admiration. He was fleet as a deer. He was patient, to an incredible degree, of watchfulness, and cold, and hunger. He had improved the flexibility of his voice, till his cries, always loud and rueful, were capable of being diversified without end. Instances had been known, in which the stoutest heart was appalled by them; and some, particularly in the case of women, in which they had been productive of consequences truly deplorable.


When the travellers had arrived at that part of the wood where, as they had been informed, it was needful to be particularly cautious, Mr. Davis, for their greater security, proposed to his daughter to alight. The exercise of walking, he thought, after so much time spent in a close carriage, would be salutary and pleasant. The young lady readily embraced the proposal. They forthwith alighted, and walked at a small distance before the chaise, which was now conducted by the servant. From this moment the spectre, which, till now, had been occasionally visible, entirely disappeared. This incident naturally led the conversation to this topic. So singular a specimen of the forms which human nature is found to assume could not fail of suggesting a variety of remarks.


They pictured to themselves many combinations of circumstances in which Handyside might be the agent, and in which the most momentous effects might flow from his agency, without its being possible for others to conjecture the true nature of the agent. The propensities of this being might contribute to realize, on an American road, many of those imaginary tokens and perils which abound in the wildest romance. He would be an admirable machine, in a plan whose purpose was to generate or foster, in a given subject, the frenzy of quixotism. - No theatre was better adapted than Norwood to such an exhibition. This part of the country had long been deserted by beasts of prey. Bears might still, perhaps, be found during a very rigorous season, but wolves which, when the country was a desert, were extremely numerous, had now, in consequence of increasing population, withdrawn to more savage haunts. Yet the choice of Handyside, varied with the force and skill of which he was known to be capable, would fill these shades with outcries as ferocious as those which are to be heard in Siamese or Abyssinian forests. The tale of his recent elopement had been told by the man with whom they had just parted, in a rustic but picturesque style.


"But why," said the lady, "did not our kind host inform us of this circumstance? He must surely have been well acquainted with the existence and habits of this Handyside. He must have perceived to how many groundless alarms our ignorance, in this respect, was likely to expose us. It is strange that he did not afford us the slightest intimation of it."


Mr. Davis was no less surprised at this omission. He was at a loss to conceive how this should be forgotten in the midst of those minute directions, in which every cause had been laboriously recollected from which he might incur danger or suffer obstruction.


This person, being no longer an object of terror, began to be regarded with a very lively curiosity. They even wished for his appearance and near approach, that they might carry away with them more definite conceptions of his figure. The lady declared she should be highly pleased by hearing his outcries, and consoled herself with the belief, that he would not allow them to pass the limits which he had prescribed to his wanderings, without greeting them with a strain or two. This wish had scarcely been uttered, when it was completely gratified.


The lady involuntarily started, and caught hold of her father's arm. Mr. Davis himself was disconcerted. A scream, dismally loud, and piercingly shrill, was uttered by one at less than twenty paces from them.


The monster had shown some skill in the choice of a spot suitable to his design. Neighbouring precipices, and a thick umbrage of oaks, on either side, contributed to prolong and to heighten his terrible notes. They were rendered more awful by the profound stillness that preceded and followed them. They were able speedily to quiet the trepidations which this hideous outcry, in spite of preparation and foresight, had produced, but they had not foreseen one of its unhappy consequences.


In a moment Mr. Davis was alarmed by the rapid sound of footsteps behind him. His presence of mind, on this occasion, probably saved himself and his daughter from instant destruction. He leaped out of the path, and, by a sudden exertion, at the same moment, threw the lady to some distance from the tract. The horse that drew the chaise rushed by them with the celerity of lightning. Affrighted at the sounds which had been uttered at a still less distance from the horse than from Mr. Davis possibly with a malicious design to produce this very effect, he jerked the bridle from the hands that held it, and rushed forward with headlong speed. The man, before he could provide for his own safety, was beaten to the earth. He was considerably bruised by the fall, but presently recovered his feet, and went in pursuit of the horse.


This accident happened at about a hundred yards from the oak, against which so many cautions had been given. It was not possible, at any time, without considerable caution, to avoid it. It was not to be wondered at, therefore, that, in a few seconds, the carriage was shocked against the trunk, overturned, and dashed into a thousand fragments. The noise of the crash sufficiently informed them of this event. Had the horse been inclined to stop, a repetition, for the space of some minutes, of the same savage and terrible shrieks would have added tenfold to his consternation a nd to the speed of his flight. After this dismal strain had ended, Mr. Davis raised his daughter from the ground. She had suffered no material injury. As soon as they recovered from the confusion into which this accident had thrown them, they began to consult upon the measures proper to be taken upon this emergency. They were left alone. The servant had gone in pursuit of the flying horse. Whether he would be able to retake him was extremely dubious. Meanwhile they were surrounded by darkness. What was the distance of the next house could not be known. At that hour of the night they could not hope to be directed, by the far-seen taper, to any hospitable roof. The only alternative, therefore, was to remain where they were, uncertain of the fate of their companion, or to go forward with the utmost expedition.


They could not hesitate to embrace the latter. In a few minutes they arrived at the oak. The chaise appeared to have been dashed against a knotty projecture of the trunk. which was large enough for a person to be conveniently seated on it. Here they again paused. -- Miss David desired to remain here a few minutes to recruit her exhausted strength. She proposed to her father to leave her here, and go forward in quest of the horse and the servant. He might return as speedily as he thought proper. She did not fear to be alone. The voice was still. Having accomplished his malicious purposes, the spectre had probably taken his final leave of them. At all events, if the report of the rustic was true, she had no personal injury to fear from him.


Through some deplorable infatuation, as he afterwards deemed it, Mr. Davis complied with her intreaties, and went in search of the missing. He had engaged in a most unpromising undertaking. The man and horse were by this time at a considerable distance. The former would, no doubt, shortly return. Whether his pursuit succeeded or miscarried, he would surely see the propriety of hastening his return with what tidings he could obtain, and to ascertain his master's situation. Add to this, the impropriety of leaving a woman, single and unarmed, to the machinations of this demoniac. He had scarcely parted with her when these reflections occurred to him. His resolution was changed. He turned back with the intention of immediately seeking her. At the same moment, he saw the flash and heard the discharge of a pistol. The light proceeded from the foot of the oak. His imagination was filled with horrible forebodings. He ran with all his speed to the spot. He called aloud upon the name of his daughter, but, alas! she was unable to answer him. He found her stretched at the foot of the tree, senseless, and weltering in her blood. He lifted her in his arms, and seated her against the trunk. He found himself stained with blood, flowing from a wound, which either the darkness of the night, or the confusion of his thoughts, hindered him from tracing. Overwhelmed with a catastrophe so dreadful and unexpected, he was divested of all presence of mind. The author of his calamity had vanished. No human being was at hand to succour him in his uttermost distress. He beat his head against the ground, tore away his venerable locks, and rent the air with his cries.


Fortunately there was a dwelling at no great distance from this scene. The discharge of a pistol produces a sound too loud not to be heard far and wide, in this lonely region. This house belonged to a physician. He was a man noted for his humanity and sympathy. He was roused, as well as most of his family, by a sound so uncommon. He rose instantly, and calling up his people,
 proceeded with lights to the road.
 The lamentations of Mr. Davis directed them to the place. To the physician the scene was inexplicable. Who was the author of this distress; by whom the pistol was discharged; whether through some untoward chance or with design, he was as yet uninformed, nor could he gain any information from the incoherent despair of Mr. Davis.


Every measure that humanity and professional skill could suggest were employed on this occasion. The dying lady was removed to the house. The ball had lodged in her brain, and to extract it was impossible. Why should I dwell on the remaining incidents of this tale? She languished till the next morning, and then expired. --

2.

THESSALONICA:
A ROMAN STORY.


Thessalonica,
 in consequence of its commercial situation, was populous and rich. Its fortifications and numerous garrisons
 had preserved it from injury during the late commotions,* and the number of inhabitants was greatly increased, at the expense of the defenceless districts and cities. Its place, with relation to Dalmatia, the Peloponnesus, and the Danube, was nearly centrical. Its security had been uninterrupted for ages, and no city in the empire of Theodosius exhibited so many monuments of its ancient prosperity. It had been,
 for many years, the residence of the prince, and had thence become the object of a kind of filial affection. He had laboured to render it impregnable, by erecting bulwarks, and guarding it with the bravest of his troops; he had endowed the citizens with new revenues and privileges, had enhanced the frequency of their shows, and the magnificence of their halls and avenues,
 and made it the seat of government of Illyria and Greece.


Its defence was intrusted to Botheric, whom he had selected for his valour, fidelity, and moderation; and he commended, with equal zeal to this officer, the defence of the city from external enemies, and the maintenance of justice and order within its walls.

The temper of Botheric was generous and impetuous. He was unacquainted with civil forms, and refrained, as much as possible, from encroaching on the functions of the magistrate. His education and genius were military, and he conceived that his commission required from him nothing but unwearied attention to his soldiers. His vigilance was bent to maintain order and obedience among them, and to prevent or to stifle dissentions between them and the citizens. For this end he multiplied their duties and exercises, so as to leave no room for intercourse with the people. Their time was constantly occupied with attendance at their stations, or performance  of some personal duty in their quarters.


By these means, the empire of order was, for some time, maintained; but no diligence or moderation can fully restrain the passions of the multitude. Quarrels sometimes arose between the spectators at the theatre and circus, and the centinels who were planted in the avenues. The General was always present at the public shows; clamour and riot instantly attracted his attention, and if a soldier was a party in the fray, he hasted  to terminate the contest, by examination and punishment.


You need not be told, that the populace of Roman cities are actuated by a boundless passion for public shows. The bounty of the prince cannot be more acceptably exerted than in pecuniary donations for this purpose, and by making exhibitions more frequent and magnificent. The gratitude of this people is proportioned, not to the efficacy of edicts to restrain crimes, alleviate cares, or diminish the price of provisions; but to the commodiousness and cheapness of seats in a theatre, or to the number and beauty of the horses which are provided for the circus.


The prince had manifested his attachment to this city in the usual manner. The finest horses were procured, at his expense, from Africa and Spain; new embellishments were added to the chariots, and a third set of characters, distinguished by a crimson uniform, was added to the former. Once a month, the people were amused by races, at the expense
 of their sovereign.

*   At the conclusion of the Gothic war, A.D. 390.


At one of these exhibitions, a citizen, by name Macro, attempted to enter a gate by which the Senators passed to their seats. Order had long since established distinctions in this respect, and every class of the people enjoyed their peculiar seats and entrances. Macro was therefore denied admission, by two soldiers stationed in the passage. He persisted in his efforts to enter, and the soldiers persisted in their opposition, till, at length, a scuffle ensued, in which the citizen was slightly wounded.


The games not having begun, many from within and without were attracted to the spot. The crowd insensibly increased, and the spectators seemed willing to discountenance the claims of Macro. The sight of his blood, how​ever, changed the tide in his favour. The soldiers were believed to have proceeded to this extremity without necessity, and to have exercised their power wantonly.


Clamours of disapprobation were succeeded by attempts to disarm the centinels, and conduct them before the tribunal of their General.
 This was usually held in an upper porch of the edifice. Botheric was momently ex​pected, and the persons who urged the seizure of the culprits, were govern​ed by pacific intentions. The soldiers were supposed to have transgressed their duty, and redress was sought in a lawful manner. Botheric was the only judge of their conduct, and confidence was placed in the equity of his decision.


The soldiers maintained the rectitude of their proceeding, and refused to resign their arms, or leave the post. Some endeavoured to gain their end by expostulation and remonstrance. The greater number were enraged, and their menaces being ineffectual, were quickly succeeded by violence. The interior passages were wide, but the entrance was narrow, and the soldiers profited by their situation, to repel the assaults that were made upon them. The wounds which they inflicted
 in their own defence augmented the fury of their assailants. They fought with desperate resolution, and were not overpowered till they had killed five of the citizens.


At length the soldiers sought their safety in flight. The mob poured in​to the passages. One of the fugitives was overtaken in a moment. The pur​suers were unarmed, but the victim was dashed against the pavement, and his limbs were torn from each other by the furious hands that were fastened upon him. While his lifeless and bleeding trunk was dragged along the ground, and thrown to and fro by some, others were engaged in searching for him that escaped.


While roaming from place to place, they met a soldier whom his officer had dispatched upon some message. They staid not to inquire whether this was he of whom they were in search, but seizing him, they dragged him to the midst of the square, and dispatched him with a thousand blows.


The tumult was by no means appeased by these executions. Numbers flocked to the scene. The sight of the dead bodies of the citizens, imperfect and exaggerated rumours of the cruelty of the centinels, the execrations and example of those who had been leaders in the tumult, conspired to engage them in the same outrages.


The pursuit of the fugitive soldier did not slacken. The galleries and vaults were secured, and every place resounded with uproar and menace. Meanwhile, the seats of the Senators were filled with a promiscuous
 crowd, who gladly seized this opportunity of engrossing places more convenient than any other.


At this moment, Botheric and his officers arrived. The entrance was inaccessible, by reason of the crowd stationed without, and the numbers that were struggling in the passages to gain the senatorial benches. In this contest, the weaker were overpowered, and scores were trodden to death or suffocated. The General
 and his officers were no sooner known to be arrived, than they were greeted on all hands, by threatening gestures and insolent clamours. The heads of the slaughtered soldiers were placed upon pikes. Botheric was compelled to gaze upon their gory visages, and listen to the outcries for Vengeance which ascended from a thousand mouths.


This unwonted spectacle, and the confusion which surrounded him, threw him into temporary panic. It was requisite to ascertain the causes of this tumult, to prevent its progress, and to  punish its authors; but his own safety was to be, in the first place, consulted. How far that was endangered by the fury of the populace it was impossible to foresee.


His retinue consisted of twenty officers, who were armed, as usual, with daggers. Recovering from their first astonishment, they involuntarily drew their weapons, and crowded round their General. 
This movement seemed by no means to intimidate the populace, whose outcries and menaces became more vehement than ever. As their numbers and fury increased, they pressed more closely and audaciously upon this slender band, whose weapons pointed at the bosoms of those who were nearest, and who could scarcely preserve themselves from being overwhelmed.


Botheric's surprize
 quickly yielded to a just view of the perils that surrounded him. The cause of this tumult was unknown; but it was evident that the temper of the people was revengeful and sanguinary. The slightest incident was sufficient to set them free from restraint. The first blood that should be shed would be the signal for outrage, and neither he nor his officers could hope to escape with their lives.


His first care, therefore, was to inculcate forbearance on his officers. This, indeed, would avail them but little, since the foremost of the crowd would be irresistibly impelled by those who were behind, and whose numbers incessantly increased. In a moment they would be pressed together; their arms would be useless; and secret enemies, by whom he vaguely suspected that this tumult had been excited, would seize that opportunity for wreaking their vengeance.


To escape to the neighbouring portico was an obvious expedient; but the galleries, above and below, were already filled with a clamorous multitude, whose outcries and gesticulations prompted those below to the commission of violence. His troops were either dispersed in their quarters, or stationed on the walls. The few whose duty required their attendance at the circus 
could afford no protection. Those at a distance could not be seasonable apprized of the danger of their leader; and if they were apprized,
 would be at a loss, in the absence of their officers, in what manner to act. To endeavour to restore tranquillity
 by persuasion or remonstrance was chimerical. No single voice could be heard amidst the uproar.


In this part of the square there had  formerly been erected an equestrian statue of Constantius. It had been overthrown and broken to pieces in a popular sedition. The pedestal still remained. The advantage of a lofty station, for the sake either of defence or of being heard, was apparent. Botheric, and two of his officers, leaped upon it, and stretched forth their hands in an attitude commanding silence.


This station, by rendering the person of Botheric distinguishable at a distance, only enhanced his danger. A soldier, by name Eustace, who had, a few days before, been punished for some infraction of discipline, by stripes and ignominious dismission from the service, chanced to be one of those who were gazing at the scene from the upper portico. The treatment he had suffered could not fail to excite resentment, but the means of vengeance were undigested and impracticable. His cowardice and narrow understanding equally conspired to render his malice impotent. He intended, the next day, to set out for his native country, Syria, and, meanwhile, mixed with the rabble which infested the circus.


Botheric had extorted, by his equity and firmness, the esteem of the magistrates and better class of the people. The vile populace were influenced by no sentiment but fear. Botheric had done nothing to excite their hatred; and his person would probably have been uninjured till the alarm had reached the citadel, and the troops had hastened to his rescue, had not Eustace unhappily espied him, as he stood upon the pedestal.


The soldier had an heavy stone in his hand, with which he had armed himself, from a general propensity to mischief, and a vague conception that it might be useful to his own defence. The person of his enemy was no sooner distinctly seen, than a sudden impulse to seize this opportunity for the gratification of his vengeance was felt by him. He threw the stone towards the spot where the General
 stood.


Botheric was exerting his voice to obtain audience, when the stone struck upon his breast. The blood gushed from his mouth and nostrils, his speech and strength failed, and he sunk upon the ground.


This outrage was observed with grief, rage and consternation by his retinue. Their own safety required the most desperate exertions. Two of them lifted the General
 in their arms, while the rest, with one accord, brandished their weapons, and rushed upon the crowd. They determined to open a way by killing all that opposed them.


Men, crowded together in a narrow space, are bereft of all power over their own motions. Their exertions contribute merely to destroy their weaker neighbours, without extricating themselves. Those whom chance exposed to the swords of the officers were unable to fly. Their condition was no less desperate;
 and the blood that flowed around them insensibly converted their terror into rage.


The contest was unequal, and a dreadful carnage ensued before the weapons were wrested from their owners. A thousand hands were eager to partake in the work of vengeance. The father had seen the death of his son, and the son had witnessed the agonies of his father. The execution appeared to be needless and wanton; and the swords, after being stained with the blood of their kinsmen, were aimed at their own breasts. This was no time to speculate upon causes and consequences. All around them was anarchy and uproar, and passion was triumphant in all hearts.


Botheric and his train were thrown to the ground, mangled by numberless wounds, or trampled into pieces. The assassins contended for the possession of the dismembered bodies, and threw the limbs, yet palpitating, into the air, which was filled with shouts and imprecations.


All this passed in a few minutes. Few were acquainted with the cause of the tumult. Still fewer were acquainted with the deplorable issue to which it had led. The immediate actors and witnesses were fully occupied. The distant crowd, whose numbers were increased by the arrival of those who, from all quarters, were hastening to the circus, could only indulge their wonder and panic, and make fruitless inquiries of their neighbours.


In this state of things a rumour was hatched, and propagated with infinite rapidity, that the soldiers had received orders to massacre the people, and that the execution had already begun. All was commotion and flight. The crowd melted away in a moment. The avenues were crowded with the fugitives, who overturned those whom they met, or communicated to them their belief and their terror. Every one fled to his house, and imparted to his family the dreadful tidings. Distraction and lamentation seized upon the women and domestics. They barred their doors, and prepared to avoid or resist the fate which impended over them.


Meanwhile, those who had rushed through the unguarded passages, and occupied the senatorial seats, were alarmed, and prompted to return, by the continuance of the uproar without. In their haste to issue forth they incumbered and impeded each other, and the passage was choaked. Some one appeared in an upper gallery, and called upon the people to provide for their safety, for that Botheric had directed a general massacre.


This intelligence operated more destructively than a thousand swords. In the universal eagerness to escape, the avenues were made impassable, and numbers were overthrown and trampled to death.


The magistrates had taken their places when the tumult began. Some were infected with the general panic, and made ineffectual efforts to escape. My duty, as chief magistrate, required me to apply all my endeavours to the checking of the evil. I waited, in anxious suspense, for information as to the nature and extent of the mischief. In my present situation
 nothing could reach me but a disjointed and mutilated tale. I heard outcries, and witnessed the commotion, but was wholly at a loss as to their cause or tendency.


After a time
 the tumult began to subside. The passages were gradually cleared by the suffocation of the weaker, and the multitude rushed over the bodies of their fellow citizens into the square. The timorous hastened to their homes, and spread the alarm to the most distant quarters of the city. Others,
 more courageous or inquisitive, lingered on the spot, gazed upon the mangled and disfigured bodies, which were strewed around the pedestal, and listened to the complaints of the wounded, and the relations of those who had been active in the fray.


Those whose passions had not been previously excited, no sooner recognized
 the visages of Botheric and some of his retinue among the slain, than terrors of a new kind were awakened. The murder of one of the most illustrious men in the empire, and one who possessed, beyond all others, the affections of the prince, was an event pregnant with disastrous consequences. That his death would call down some signal punishment, in which themselves, though innocent, might be involved, was justly to be dreaded. That the resentment of the soldiery would stimulate them to some sudden outrage was no less probable. There was imminent peril in being found near the spot. The spectators gradually withdrew, and solitude and silence succeeded. The uproar was hushed, the circus was deserted, and a panic stillness seemed to hover over the city.


As soon as obstructions were removed,
 in my character as prefect of the city, and attended by civil officers, I ascended a tribunal in an hall near the circus. Some of my attendants were immediately dispatched to examine the scene of the conflict, to arrest all who should be found near it, and collect all the information that offered.


Those charged with this commission speedily returned, leading two men, whose wounds did not disable them from walking when supported by others. These persons were questioned as to their knowledge of this disaster. One of them related
 that when the officers were encompassed by the mob, it was his ill fortune to be placed near them. He was a stranger to the cause of the tumult, and endeavoured, with his utmost strength, to extricate himself from his perilous situation. The populace were loud in their clamours, the officers seemed resolute in their own defence, and he dreaded that the scene would terminate in bloodshed. His temper was pacific and timid, and he desired nothing more than to remove to a safe distance.


While making efforts for this purpose, the officers assailed the crowd, and he was the first to fall by their swords. His senses deserted him, and he did not revive till the mob was entirely dispersed. His companion told a tale nearly similar, and the attendants informed the magistrate that Botheric and his tribunes had perished, their scattered remains being found upon the spot.


I was startled and confounded by this incident. To what excesses the soldiers might be suddenly transported when freed from the restraints of discipline, it was easy to foresee. No other expedient suggested itself, than to summon the municipal body, and request their counsel in this urgent danger.


The members of the senate were preparing to go to the circus. This was commonly done with equipage and pompous train. The hour of assembling was arrived, and they were preparing to set out, when rumours of sedition and massacre assailed them. Messengers were by some dispatched to obtain more distinct information, some of whom returned
 with the tidings gleaned from the fugitives whom they encountered in the way. Others, more intrepid, ventured to approach the circus, and examine objects with their own eyes. They brought back the tidings that Botheric and his officers were slain by the people.


The most courageous were deeply apprehensive of the consequences which would grow out of his untimely death. They were alternately perplexed with wonder respecting the cause of so memorable a catastrophe, and with dread of the vengeance which it would excite in the bosom, not only of the soldiers, but of the prince. They were recalled from their mournful reveries, by loud signals at their gate, and the entrance of an herald, who, in the name of the prefect, summoned them to council. The summons was gladly obeyed.


Some time had now elapsed. The citizens, immured in their houses, darted fearful glances from their balconies and windows, anxious to hear tidings. The passing Senators
 were recognized
, and their progress attended with importunate inquiries into the nature of the threatened evil, and with supplications that their zeal should be exerted to preclude it.


Many, encouraged by the presence of their magistrates, joined the cavalcade, and the Senate
 house was quickly surrounded by an immense, but trembling multitude. The Senate
 being, at length, convened, I laid before them all the intelligence which I had been able to procure respecting the late tumult. I expatiated on the enormity of the deed that had been perpetrated in the murder of Botheric and his officers, and enumerated its probable effects on the minds of the soldiers, and of the prince. I pointed out the necessity of ascertaining the genuine circumstances of the case, of detecting and punishing the criminals, and of appeasing the resentment of the sovereign and the troops.


While engaged in consultation, the wrath which we so justly dreaded, was already excited in the soldiers. Affrighted at the fate of their companions, the centinels posted in the circus fled with precipitation to the military quarter. The rumour was at first indistinct, and as affrays of this kind were not uncommon, the soldiers trusted to the equity of their leader for the vindication of their wrongs. Presently
 a messenger arrived, informing them that their General
 was surrounded and likely to be slain by the populace.


At this news, many ran together, and intreated  the subaltern officers to lead them to the rescue of their General
. As no orders were transmitted from their superiors, the Centurions
 hesitated to comply. Their reluctance to interpose was increased by the incredibility of the danger. The clamours of the soldiers, however, who threatened to march without permission, conquered this reluctance, and five hundred men were called out.


The general consternation which they witnessed on their march, excited their fears. The few persons who remained in the square, vanished at their approach, and they were left to learn the fate of their officers
 from the view of their lifeless remains.


The soldiers of Botheric were his friends, countrymen, and family. They had devoted themselves to his honour, and followed his standard, in the service of Theodosius, with invincible fidelity. Many of them had bound themselves by oaths to die with him.


The mangled and dishonoured corpse of this adored leader
 now presented itself to their eyes. Every sentiment was absorbed, for a time, in aston​ishment and grief. They inquired of each other, if the spectacle which they beheld was real; if these, indeed, were the members and features of their beloved chief. They held up his remains to view, bathed his disfigured face with their tears, and burst, at length, into a cry of universal lamentation.


Many, in pursuance of their vow not to survive their leader, stabbed themselves, and died upon the spot. Others exclaimed
 that their vows to that effect, should be performed only when the funeral honours and the vengeance due to their chief, were fully paid. They collected his remains, and wrapping them in his mantle, set out on their return to the citadel, in a solemn procession. On their way
 they sung wild and melancholy dirges, in the fashion of their country, and mingled with their music
 fits of passion​ate weeping. In the streets which they passed, every one fled before them, and all around was lonely and desolate.


Intelligence of their approach was quickly received by their comrades at the citadel, who came out in great numbers, and joined the procession. Indignation and fury appeared to be suspended in a superior passion.


Meanwhile, the subaltern officers were no sooner fully apprized
 of the havoc which had taken place, than they assembled in a kind of counsel. They. were aware of the necessity of subordination, and they did not mean that their vengeance should be less sure because it was delayed. One of their number, by name Walimer, an hoary veteran, was unanimously chosen their leader.


Walimer concealed, under a savage aspect, all the qualities of a judicious commander. His grief for the fate of Botheric was tempered by prudence and foresight. As soon as the choice was known, he leaped into the midst of the assembly, and devoted himself, with solemn imprecations, to the task of avenging their late chief. At the same time, he enlarged upon the benefits of circumspection and delay. The first measure he proposed was to dispatch a messenger to Theodosius, with an account of this transaction. He questioned not that the Emperor
 would authorize
 a signal retribution to be inflicted on the guilty city, and that they would be appointed the ministers of his justice. It was easy to convince his hearers of the advantage of proceeding in the business of revenge with the sanction or connivance of the government. If the Emperor
 should refuse justice, it would then be time enough to extort it. The arms and fortifications were still in their possession, and these it would be wise to guard with the utmost vigilance. In this counsel the new tribunes readily concurred, and suitable remonstrances convinced the soldiers of the propriety of the choice that had been made, and the proceedings adopted. Three horsemen, charged with the delivery of a message to the Emperor
, were immediately dispatched to Mediolanum.


To communicate information of these events to the monarch, to deprecate his anger, and convince him of the innocence of the magistrates and the greater part of the people, were likewise suggested to the Senate
 by one of its members. The wisdom of this counsel was obvious. I was authorized
, as prefect, to draw up a statement of the truth, from such information as I had already received, or should speedily obtain. This was to be done with all possible expedition, in order to prevent the propagation of rumours.


Meanwhile, a deputation was appointed to visit the citadel, to declare to the soldiers the sincere regret of the Senate
 for the unhappy event that had befallen, to exhort them to moderation and peace, and assure them that the most strenuous exertions should be made to detect the authors of the tumult, on whom the most signal punishment should be inflicted.


The deputies were astonished to observe the order which reigned in the soldiers' quarters. No clamours or menaces were heard. They were conducted to the hall, where Walimer and his officers were seated, and their exhortations and pleas were listened to with sullen and mournful silence.


Walimer, in answer to their message, informed them of the choice which the soldiers had made of a new chief, declared his implicit reliance on the justice of the Emperor,
 to whose decrees he and his troops were determined to conform, and admonished them to execute, without delay, the justice which they promised. He told them that discipline should be as rigidly maintained as formerly, and that things should remain in their present state till the will of their common sovereign was known. The Senate
 waited, in eager suspense, the return of their deputies. The pacific deportment and professions of Walimer being communicated to them, they retired, with their fears considerably allayed, to their houses.


Heralds were dispatched to all quarters to acquaint the people with the result of this conference, and to exhort them to observe a cautious and peaceable behaviour; punishments were denounced against any who should be detected in any riotous act, and all persons were enjoined to repair to the tribunal of the chief magistrate, and give what information they possessed relative to this transaction.


The ensuing night was passed by the prefect in receiving and comparing depositions of real or pretended witnesses. Macro was traced to his home. He was, by trade, an armourer, and lived with his family, in an obscure corner. His wounds were of no great moment, and the officers of justice found him at supper, in his hovel. He was hurried to the tribunal, followed by his wife and immediate kindred, who trembled for his safety.


As he was the author of this tumult, he could expect little mercy from his audience. Those whose relations or friends had fallen were deeply exasperated at him
 whose folly and rashness had given birth to the evil. Others, who reflected on future calamities, likely to flow from the same source, pursued him with the utmost rancour.


In spite of proclamations and merkaces, curiosity and fear attracted great numbers to the hall of justice. Their panic stillness was succeeded by commotion and rage. The steps of Macro were accompanied by hootings  and execrations, and they clamoured loudly for his punishment.


I was sensible of the danger that attended this unlawful meeting. I showed myself to the people from a balcony, and endeavoured to harangue them into moderation and patience. I pointed out the enormous evils which their turbulent concourse had already produced, and urged every topic likely to influence their fears, to induce them to disperse.


The effects of these remonstrances were partial and temporary. My promises
 that the culprits should not escape the most condign punishment, gratified their sanguinary appetites, and their murmurs were hushed.


The threats of torment extorted from Macro a confession of his offences. It seems that when he came to the circus, he was intoxicated with wine, and had mistaken one entrance for another. In the confusion of his intellects, he neither listened to, nor understood the objections of the centinels, and he persisted in claiming a privilege which he regarded as justly his due. The consequences have been already related, and afford a memorable proof from what slight causes the most disastrous and extensive effects may flow.


Macro's offence was venial and slight; but it was considered that, even if he were innocent, his life was a necessary sacrifice. Neither the soldiers nor the people, whose judgments were always fettered by prejudice and passion, would consent to dismiss him in safety. Neither would they be satisfied by the infliction of a slight or tardy penalty. Macro, besides, was a depraved and worthless individual, whose life or death was, in the eyes of his judges, of the most trivial moment. Influenced by these considerations, the magistrates, with some reluctance, condemned Macro to have his arms and legs cut off, and afterwards to be beheaded on the spot where Botheric had fallen, and which was dyed with the blood of those who owed their untimely fate to his temerity.


This sentence was heard by the friends of the criminal with groans of despair, and by the rest of the audience, with shouts of applause. The criminal was loaded with chains, and led away to prison. Being aware that the fury of the people might betray them into some outrage, I addressed them anew from the balcony, and admontshed them to retire.


Some symptoms of compliance appeared in part of the assembly, who began to separate. A multitude, however, crowded round Macro, as he came forth from the hall, and greeted him with insults and curses.


This unhappy man was not destitute of courage; but he was willing to avoid that lingering and dreadful death to which he was doomed. He was, besides, penetrated with indignation at the injustice of his sentence. He, therefore, retorted the curses that were heaped upon him, both because he conceived them to be unmerited, and because he wished to exasperate the mob to inflict a speedy death.


Those who followed him were the vilest of the vile; base, sanguinary and impetuous, delighting in tumult, prone to violence, and stimulated by revenge for those who had been stifled in the press, or slain by the tribunes. Macro had not gone many steps before the officers who guarded him were driven to a distance. The mob, enraged by his taunts, took the work of justice into their own hands, and Macro received from their pikes and clubs that death which he sought.


The magistrates were quickly informed of this event. They had been accustomed, on similar cases, to vindicate their authority by the aid of the soldiers. This expedient was now impracticable or hazardous, and they sat in powerless inactivity, consoling themselves with the hope that the popular indignation would be appeased by this victim.


Relieved from the dread of military execution, multitudes, though the night was somewhat advanced, resorted from the senate house, and hall of justice, to the circus. The kindred and friends of the dead hastened to ascertain their true condition, and to bestow upon them funeral rites.


The circus and its avenues quickly overflowed with inquisitive or anxious spectators. Innumerable torches were borne to and fro; women hung over the bodies of their husbands, fathers
 and sons, and filled the air with outcries and wailings: some explored the courts and passages, in search of those who were missing, while others, lifting corpses in their arms, bent homeward their steps, in tumultuous procession, and with far-heard
 laments.


Meanwhile, several witnesses informed the magistrates of the stone which had been thrown at Botheric, and at length the name, and character, and guilt of Eustace were detected. Eustace was justly regarded as the immediate author of this calamity. He was likewise a soldier, and his detection and punishment might be expected eminently to gratify the military. It would transfer, in some degree, the guilt of this sedition from the people to their ow n order.


Officers were quickly dispersed,
 throughout the city, in search of the fugitive. Eustace had seen his enemy fall. Momentary exultation was followed by terror, and he made haste to shroud himself from inquiry and suspicion in an obscure habitation near the port.


He had secured his passage in a barque, which designed to set sail, next morning, for Ptolemais, in Syria. He meant to go on board at the dawn of day, and hoped, meanwhile, to be unthought of and unknown.


It was peculiarly unfortunate for this wretch, that a mariner belonging to this vessel happened to be stationed at his elbow when the stone was thrown. The mariner had been present when Eustace had contracted for his passage with the master of the barque; hence arose his knowledge of Eustace. He was a way-farer;  had been attracted, by a natural curiosity, to the circus; had gazed, with wandering eyes and beating heart, upon the tumult; and, in the fluctuations of the mob, had undesignedly been placed by the side of the assassin.


He had afterwards listened to the voice of the herald, summoning before the magistrate all who possessed any knowledge of the author
 and circumstances of the insurrection. His timidity, the child of inexperience, deterred him from disclosing his knowledge, till he himself became, by a concurrence of events not necessary to be mentioned, the object of suspicion, and was dragged by public officers to the tribunal of the prefect. He then explained his knowledge of Eustace, and pointed him out as the only agent.


This tale, though insufficient to rescue the mariner from danger, occasioned diligent search to be made for Eustace. The master of the barque was acquainted with the past condition and present views of the soldier, and his evidence suggested to the magistrate the expedient of placing officers on board the vessel, who, if the assassin should not be previously detected, might seize him as he entered the ship, in pursuance of his contract with the captain.


This expedient was successful. Eustace ventured from his recess in the dusk of morning, proceeded unmolested to the port, and put himself on board the vessel , which was anchored at some distance from the quays. At the moment when he began to exult in his escape, he was seized, pinioned, and conducted, without delay, to the presence of the judge. The testimony of the mariner, and his own confession, extorted by the fear of torment, established his guilt. The prefect lost no time in informing Walimer and his tribunes of the measures which had been adopted; and offered to deliver Eustace into their hands, to be treated in what manner they thought proper. The offer was readily, though ungraciously
 accepted.


Eustace had been detained in the hall, the magistrate fearing that the same outrage would be perpetrated by the people, on this criminal , if he were placed within their reach, of which Macro had already been the victim. A band of soldiers from the citadel received him at the door of the hall, and surrounding him with sullen visages and drawn swords, returned, in hostile array, to their quarters. The windows and galleries that overlooked their march, were filled with silent and astonished gazers.


The succeeding day passed in a state of general suspense. Men had leisure to ruminate upon the consequences that impended, and to wonder at the change that had so abruptly taken place in their condition. Fear and hope struggled in their bosoms. All customary occupations and pursuits were laid aside. Neighbours assembled to communicate to each other the story of what themselves had witnessed or endured, to recount their imminent danger in the press, and their hair-breadth escapes, to expatiate on the movements of the soldiery, and propagate their terrors of the future.


Upwards of three hundred citizens perished on this occasion. The cemeteries
 were opened, and funeral processions were every where seen. Though the streets were crowded, and the whole city was in motion, appearances exhibited a powerful contrast to the impetuosities and clamours of the preceding day. The pavements were beaten by numberless feet; but every movement was grave and slow. Discourse was busy, but was carried on in whispers, and, instead of horrid uproar, nothing but murmurs, indistinct and doubtful, assailed the ear. The very children partook of the general consternation and awe.


At noon-day, a messenger from the citadel demanded admission to the prefect, whom he acquainted with the intention of the soldiers to celebrate, on the ensuing evening, and at the spot where they fell, the obsequies of Botheric and his officers. This intention, however hazardous or inconvenient to the city, could not be thwarted or changed. This ceremony was likely to exasperate the grief of the soldiers, all of whom would be present and partake in it. Some fatal impulse of indignation, some inauspicious rumour or groundless alarm, might unseasonably start into birth. The night would lend its cloak to purposes of cruelty, and, before a new day, the city might be wrapt  in flames, and ten thousand victims might be offered to the shade of Botheric.


In this emergency the Senate were once more convened, and their counsel
 required. They deputed one of their members to the citadel, in order to gain from Walimer, a clear explanation of his purposes. This officer maintained a stately reserve and ambiguous silence. His demeanour plunged them deeper into uncertainty. Many put the blackest construction on his words, and forboded, that the coming night would be signalized
 by indiscriminate massacre and havoc.


How to avert this evil was a subject of fruitless deliberation. One measure was obviously prudent. The people were informed of the ceremony that was about to take place, were exhorted to stay in their houses, and assured, that nothing was intended by the soldiers, but honour to their chiefs. The danger of tumultuous concourse, or panic apprehensions, at such a time, was evident.


The Senators
, however, were destitute of that confidence which they endeavoured to instil into the people. Some, at the approach of night, secretly withdrew from the city. The guards, posted at the gates, suffered all to pass without question or hindrance. Others, more irresolute, or less timorous, remained; but they armed their domestics, and closed their doors, or made preparation to fly or conceal themselves on the first alarm. Spies were directed to hover round the circus, or were posted on the turrets of the houses, to watch the first glimmering of torches, or the remotest sound of footsteps.


The people were sufficiently aware of the danger of crowding to a spectacle like this. The assurance of the magistrates suppressed all but nameless and indefinable terrors. They withdrew to their homes, when several trumpets from the ramparts announced, at the appointed hour, that the military procession was begun.


By various avenues which led to the circus, the army repaired thither, and forming a circle round the pile, on which the remains of the officers were laid, they silently beheld them consumed. Eustace was stabbed by the hands of Walimer; and many of the soldiers could not be restrained from pouring out their blood at this altar. The flames that ascended from this pile were seen to a great distance. It was watched, with unspeakable solicitude, by those that remained in the city. Those at a distance were left in uncertainty whether it was from a funeral pile, or indicated the commencement of a general conflagration.


The flame and the light attendant on it gradually disappeared. An interval of ominous repose succeeded. The troops peaceably returned to their quarters. Those only who dwelt in the streets through which their march lay, were conscious of their movements. The rest of the city was hushed in profound and uninterrupted repose.


Next day, the tumult of consternation and suspense somewhat subsided. Still, however, all classes were penetrated with dread. The sentence of the prince was yet unknown. To what measures his indignation would hurry him, was a topic of foreboding.


In pursuance  of the directions of the Senate
, the prefect had dispatched, early in the morning, a messenger to Mediolanum. A faithful narrative of this transaction had been drawn up, in which the partial, abrupt, and unpremeditated nature of the tumult was copiously displayed. The messenger was charged to deliver this statement to Acilius, one of the Imperial
 ministers, of whom the prefect was a kinsman, and on whose good offices with the prince there was the utmost reason to rely.


The horsemen whom Walimer had sent upon the same errand, were better mounted, pursued their journey with more diligence, and had set out several hours sooner than the herald of the Senate
. In fifteen days they arrived at the capital, and hastened to communicate their tiding
 to Rufinus, a minister who had long enjoyed the highest place-in the Emperor's
 favour.


Rufinus and Botheric had contracted a political alliance, the purpose of which was, to secure to the former the civil administration, and to the latter the highest military authority in the empire. This unexpected catastrophe blasted the hopes of Rufinus. His efforts had been directed to remove and destroy all his competitors in favour, and to place the whole power of the state in the hands of himself and of his creatures. Theodosius regarded Botheric with singular and almost paternal affection. Rufinus had married the sister of the chief, and embarked his fortunes in the same cause.


The messengers had delivered their message to Rufinus in a secret audience;
 but his wife recognizing
 her countrymen, and the soldiers of her brother, took measures to obtain from them the substance of their tidings. Her grief gave place to revenge, and she used the most powerful means to stimulate the zeal of her husband in what she deemed the cause of justice. Rufinus was sufficiently disposed to avenge the blood of her kinsman, in that of the rebellious city.


The monarch was sitting at a banquet when his minister rushed into his presence, and, with every symptom of grief, communicated the fatal news, that Botheric, his faithful soldier, the support of his throne, and the guardian of his children, had been murdered, with every circumstance of wanton cruelty, by the people of Thessalonica.


The Emperor
, starting from his seat, expressed, at the same time, his incredulity and horror at this news. The former sentiment was overpowered by the arts of the minister, who produced the letter that had just been received, and the men who had brought it. The horsemen, on being interrogated, gave a minute, though exaggerated and fallacious picture of the tumult. The messengers were unacquainted with its true causes, and the most accurate statement which it was in their power to make, would have left the hearers in astonishment at the savage ferocity of the Thessalonians.


Incredulity at length gave place to rage. In the first transport of his fury he vowed to obliterate the offending city from the face of the earth. The choleric
 temper of Theodosius was capable of transporting him to the wildest excesses. These excesses, when reason resumed its power, were beheld in their genuine deformity, and were productive of exquisite remorse. Rufinus
, therefore, was eager to improve the opportunity, and before the paroxysm of passion should subside, to extort from him a sanguinary edict.


It was not possible, indeed, for malice to contrive an higher provocation than this. There was little danger that his passion should subside, if it were not assailed by the lenient counsels and remonstrances of others. This, however, would certainly happen as soon as the disaster was publicly known, and was, therefore, to be prevented by dispatch.


Rufinus assumed the specious office of assuaging
 his master's resentment. He perceived the folly of demolishing towers, and walls, and habitations, on account of an offence committed by those who resided within them. It was just to punish the guilty people; but to slay them on the very stage of their crimes was all that equity demanded.


The punishment could not follow too soon upon the heel of the offence, and the soldiers of Botheric were the suitable ministers of vengeance. There was no danger that their hands would be tied up by scruples or commiseration. The death of the people was, indeed, claimed by the justice of the soldiers as well as of the prince, and should that justice be refused by the monarch, the troops would not fail, being in possession of fortifications and arms, to execute it of their own accord. The punishment could not be prevented, and if his sanction should be refused, their deed would constitute them rebels to his authority, and the fairest city in his empire would thus be torn from his possession.


These motives were artfully, though
 needlessly insinuated. The Emperor
 eagerly affixed his seal and his signature to the warrant
 which condemned the people of the most illustrious and populous of Roman cities to military execution.


Rufinus knew, that to the complete execution of this sentence, it was necessary that the preliminary measures should be secret. A knowledge of their fate would impel numbers to flight, and others, urged by despair, would rush into rebellion, and oppose force by force. There was likewise but one method in which justice could be fully executed. By assembling the whole body of the people in the circus, the task imposed on their assassins would be with more facility executed, and the theatre of their offences would be made, as justice required, the scene of their punishment.


With these views, the horsemen, a few hours after their arrival, set out on their return, with secret directions to Walimer, under the Emperor's
 own seal, to collect the people in the circus, under pretence of an equestrian exhibition, and slay them to a man.


The number of the people did not fall short of three hundred thousand. Rufinus laid claim to the praise of clemency, in withstanding the fury of his master, whose revenge reluctantly consented to spare one. The criminals were naturally supposed chiefly to consist of males of mature age, and justice was thought to be satisfied with the destruction of one third of this number. The circus usually contained between twenty and thirty thousand spectators.


These messengers were, likewise,
 charged with letters to Julius Malchus, the prefect, in which he was informed, that the prince had received the tidings of what had lately happened. Much regret was expressed for the fate of Botheric, and the magistrate was charged to execute speedy and condign justice on the authors of the tumult. To show, however, that Theodosius confided in the zeal of the civil magistrates, that he discriminated between the innocent and guilty, and that, notwithstanding these outrages, he had not withdrawn his affection from this people, he authorized
 the magistrates to publish his forgiveness, and in testimony of his sincerity, to invite them to a splendid exhibition of the public games.


A tedious interval elapsed between the departure and return of Walimer's messengers. This interval was big with anxiety and suspense. The popular disquiet and impatience increased as the day approached which was to decide their fate. Antioch, which three years before had committed a less atrocious offence, and which had escaped with the utmost difficulty, a sentence of extermination, was universally remembered, and was the parent of rueful prognostics.


The attention which regular pursuits and sober duties required, was swallowed up by this growing fear. Ears were open to nothing but rumours and conjectures, and the popular mind was alternately agonized with terror, and elated with hope. Sleep was harrassed
 with terrific dreams, and, in many, even the appetite for food was suspended by their mournful presages.


If there be any proportion betweert evils inflicted and suffered, the death of Botheric was retributed,
 a thousand fold, in a single day after its occurrence; but twenty-eight days elapsed, and each hour added to the weight of apprehension which oppressed the last.


The distance by land, and round the head of the Hadriatic, from Thessalonica to the Imperial
 residence, was eight hundred and seventy five miles
. The journey, therefore, though pursued with little intermission, by means of post horses, and covered litters, could not be effected in less than fourteen days. One day would be consumed in deliberation, and an equal period of fourteen days would elapse, before letters could be received from Mediolanum
 by the public carriers.


The messengers, dispatched by Malchus, were outstripped, on expedition, by those of Walimer, and the Emperor's
 letters were delivered to the prefect one day sooner than was expected by him. He dreaded to unclose the packet, perceiving, that the information received by the ministers had gone through the hands of the soldiers, by whom the truth would unavoidably be perverted. The Senate
 was convened, and the dispatches laid before them.


Intimations of this event reached the people. A Senatorial
 meeting, at an uncustomary hour, was prolific of conjecture and alarm. Multitudes hastened to the Senate
 house, and the members of that body forced their way, with difficulty, through the crowd
 besieged the entrances. The tumult and clamour became so great, that the prefect was obliged to postpone the opening of the packets
 till a Senator
 had exhorted the multitude to order and forbearance, and explained the purport of the meeting, promising to return as soon as the decision of the Emperor
 was
 known, and impart to them the tidings.


This assurance was followed by a general pause. Every murmur was hushed. Every eye was fixed, in anxious gaze, upon the door through which the Speaker
 had withdrawn from their sight, and at which he was momently expected to re-appear. The uproar of a troubled sea was succeeded by portentous calm, and the silence of death.


At length the magistrate came forth. The joy, indicated by his countenance, did not escape the general observation. Their hopes were elated, and exultation spoke forth from every mouth, as soon as the forgiveness and gracious condescention of the prince were made known. He was heard, distinctly, by few; but the rapturous exclamations of those conveyed the import of the speech to the most distant spectators.


The joyous tidings were diffused with unspeakable celerity. Pleasure was proportioned to the dread that had lately prevailed. Fire and the sword were ready to involve them in a common ruin; but these evils were averted, and not only their pristine security returned, but their darling sports, with new embellishments, were to be renewed. The exhibitions of the circus were ordered to take place on the next day.


The streets resounded with mutual congratulations. Laughter and song, and dance, and feasting, and magnificent illuminations, and processions to the churches, to pour forth the praises of God and of Theodosius, the father of his people, and the darling of mankind, occupied the people during the succeeding night.


The Senators
, after the first emotions of their joy had subsided, began to look upon this circumstance with eyes of some suspicion. The choleric and impetuous temper of Theodosius was well known. A much more trivial offence, in the inhabitants of Antioch, had excited his wrath, and prompted him to decree the destruction of the guilty city.


The crime of Thessalonica had been reported by the soldiers. No deprecation had been used. The cause of the tumult and the punishment of its authors, were unknown at the time when Walimer dismissed his messengers. Time for the interposition of beneficent counsellors
 or for rage to be displaced by equanimity, had not been allowed. 


It was, indeed, remembered that Antioch had fewer claims upon the affection of Theodosius, that the dictates of his hasty indignation, with regard to that city, had been to himself a topic of humiliation and regret, and that he might now be guarded against the impulse of choler. It was likewise known that the genuine intentions of the monarch had not, at any time, been concealed from the Antiochians; and no motives could be imagined by which the prince might be induced to conceal his anger, or counterfeit forgiveness.


These opposite considerations were anxiously revolved by the prefect Malchus. He was unable to divest his mind wholly of inquietude and doubt. The acquiescence of the soldiers, in a sentence like this, was incredible. Macro and Eustace had not dipped their hands in the blood of Botheric and his retinue. Search was made for those who had been active in the bloody fray; but the evidence obtained was doubtful and contradictory, and the populace began to view their deportment as justified by necessity and self-defence. The officers were known by all to be, with regard to the crowd surrounding them, the first assailants.


The secret, if any secret existed, was reposited with Walimer. A careful observation of his conduct might detect the truth. For this purpose an interview was necessary. To invite him and his tribunes to a banquet was an obvious expedient to detect the truth, if his purposes were hostile, or to confirm his intentions, if they were amicable and pacific.


The senators and officers were therefore invited to a feast. Malchus selected the most sagacious of his servants, and directed them to treat the military followers in a cordial and bounteous manner, and to watch their looks and discourse. Some unguarded expression, it was thought, would escape them in the midst of their carousals, betraying their designs.


This scheme was partly frustrated by the precaution of Walimer, who at once testified his confidence in Malchus, and precluded the hazard of impetuosity or babbling in his soldiers, by coming to the palace of the prefect unattended except by his tribunes. The carousals were prolonged till midnight, and every proof of a sincere reconciliation was given by the guests.


The next day was ushered in as a solemn and joyous festival. It happened that this day was sacred to Demetrius, the saint or tutelary genius of the city, and to whose divine influence the people fondly ascribed the clemency of Theodosius.


It was usual for centinels to be posted at the avenues of the hippodrome. This was a customary duty, and, to omit
 it on this occasion, would have bred suspicion. No alarm, therefore, was excited by the march, at noon-day, of a detachment from the citadel for this purpose.


On the preceding night, Malchus had imparted his doubts and apprehensions to some of the senators. A secret consultation had been held. No measures sufficiently conducive to their safety could be adopted. Whatever evil was meditated by the soldiers, it was impossible to avert or elude it. The towers and gates were in their hands. Circumspection or disguise
, would avail nothing. If the danger had assumed any known form, suitable precautions could scarcely be discovered; but now, when all was uncertain and inscrutable, a frank and fearless deportment was most proper.


The presence of the senate and magistrates was necessary at the public shows. My mind was actuated by inexplicable fears, and I would willingly have forborne to attend; but reflection convinced me that my life was equally in the power of the soldiers, in the recesses of my palace, and in the courts of the citadel.


Noon arrived, thousands hurried to the hippodrome; the concourse was uncommonly large, as numbers from the neighbouring villages and districts flocked to the spectacle; all benches were quickly filled and galleries crowded; I proceeded thither at the head of the senatorial order, and was received with low obeisance by the guards, and with loud acclamations by the people. The games only waited the arrival of the general and tribunes to begin.


His approach was quickly announced by the sound of military music. At that moment a civil officer, whose face was pale with affright  , thrust himself amidst the crowd, and whispered something in the ear of a senator who sat near me. The senator was observed to start; and inquiry being made into the cause of his alarm, he replied, that Walimer was followed, not by the usual retinue, but by a formidable brigade, who surrounded the circus and seemed to meditate violence.


Walimer and his officers now entered and placed themselves on an elevated platform assigned for his use, and which was ascended by a narrow staircase. His entrance was greeted by grateful acclamations, and he was observed to bow his head in token of his satisfaction. In a moment after,
 the trumpet, whose note was a signal for the chariots to start from their goal, was sounded.


Before the signal was obeyed, a dart, thrown by an unknown hand
 and with inconceivable force, struck the breast of a charioteer, who fell headlong from his seat. His horses were alarmed, and swerving from their true direction, threw all into disorder. This event was noticed by the people with amazement.


Their attention was speedily recalled from this object by troops of soldiers rushing through the various passages, and brandishing their swords. No time was allowed to question their purpose or elude it. They fell upon those who were nearest and hewed them to pieces.


Every avenue poured forth a destroying band. Few, therefore, were allowed to be mere spectators of the danger. Every one witnessed the butchery of his neighbour, and shrunk from the swords, which, in a few moments, would be steeped in his own blood.


The multitude rose, with one consent, from their seats. The extent of the evil that threatened them was fully apprehended by none. They were far from imagining that this havoc was directed or sanctioned by the prince. They did not conceive that the soldiers had acted by the orders of Walimer; but that a conspiracy was formed against them by the military order was apparent.


Those who were near the station of Walimer, stretched their hands towards him in supplication, and uttered the most piercing cries of distress. His sullen and immoveable air convinced them that he was an accomplice in their fate.


Some vainly flattered themselves that the sword would be weary of its task before it reached them. They sheltered themselves behind their neighbours, and in their eagerness to put themselves in the midst of the crowd, were bereaved of breath, or trampled under foot.


Those whose situation exposed them to the first assault, struggled to gain the passages. Such as escaped the edge of the sabre and passed into the square, were transfixed by darts. The soldiers were drawn up in firm array, and extending themselves on all sides, rendered escape impossible.


To expatiate on the scene that followed, and which did not terminate till midnight; to count up the victims, to describe the various circumstances of their death, is a task to which I am unequal. Language sinks under the enormity and complication of these ills. I was a witness and partaker; the images exist in my imagination as vividly as when they were presented to my senses; my blood is still chilled, my dreams are still agonized
 by dire remembrance; but my eloquence is too feeble to impart to others the conceptions of my own mind.


The woes of my country are not past. Hundreds who escaped the bounds of this devoted city, are, like me, in the full fruition of melancholy or despair. The images of wife and offspring, of friends and neighbours, mangled by the sword, or perishing by lingering torments, pursue them to their retreats, and deny them a momentary respite. Some have lost their terror only by the extinction of their reason; and the phantoms of the past have disappeared in the confusion of insanity. Others, whose heroic or fortunate efforts set them beyond the reach of the soldiers, were no sooner at liberty to review the past, and contemplate their condition, than they inflicted on themselves that death which had been, with so much difficulty avoided, when menaced by others. Their misery was too abrupt, and too enormous, to be forgotten or endured.


I envy the lot of such, but it will quickly be my lot. The period of forgetfulness, or of tranquil existence in another scene, is hastening to console me. Meanwhile, my task shall be, to deliver to you, and to posternity, a faithful narrative. The horrors of this scene are only portions of the evil that has overspread the Roman world, which has been inflicted by the cavalry of Scythia, and which will end only in the destruction of the empire, and the return of the human species to their original barbarity.

3.

A LESSON ON CONCEALMENT;
OR, 
MEMOIRS OF MARY SELWYN.

To HENRY KIRVAN. 

You
 will return, Harry, to an house of sorrow. Your presence will contribute to make my solitude less painful. I would, therefore, ìntreat you to come back immediately: but there is something to be first settled before I can meet you with satisfaction, or even before I can permit you to return to me. I have had something on my mind to disclose, which I have brooded over occasionally ever since we parted, but which it is now absolutely necessary to mention.

You could not but be aware of the effect which some mysterious appearances in your behaviour, for a few days before you left us, were adapted to produce in me. I saw trouble in your countenance; your eyes betrayed some little reluctance to meet mine. This alone was not much. It sometimes made me thoughtful, and to harbour a kind of possibility that all was not right; but my uneasiness would have been transient, if the effect had not been aided by the deportment of my wife.

Harry! my Mary is dead -- but you know it already -- I must not forget my duty --must remember what becomes a man.

You remember, on a Thursday evening, when I returned from the country, and, entering the room abruptly, found you in company with my wife. My entrance, it was plain, was unexpected to you both. It created - What shall I say?

My wife was disconcerted. She had been weeping. I never saw before traces of such deep sorrow. Never did she meet me before with marks of confusion or terror. I was thunder-struck. I was overpowered with dejection. I suspected nothing inconsistent with her integrity; but my entrance had alarmed her.From me there was something which she laboured to conceal. With me she strove to keep dry eyes, and to seem happy; but with you she thought herself at liberty to weep.

I could not be deaf to that secret voice which said - This terror, this concealment, this duplicity, is not due to an husband such as I have been. I upbraided her not. I could derive no comfort from upbraiding. I could not discuss the subject with her. This evidence of her want of confidence in my discernment, affection or integrity, could not be made stronger - could not be lessened by any words. She saw my distress, and her own was increased by perceiving it. The weight that hung upon her heart was too great to be borne. On the next day, and after a night of wakeful anguish, of which I was a silent observer, began that fever which hurried her to the grave.

For a time I indulged no forebodings of her fate. I deemed it a casual indisposition, which time and the usual remedies would conquer. I was quickly undeceived. Appearances grew hourly more dreadful, and the approach of death became too visible.

It was then that the spell of silence was broken, that I opened my eyes as if I had awakened in the grave. My fears for her life swallowed up every other fear, and I sought, with a vehemence that bordered upon frenzy, to extort from her the secret of her woe.

Serenity, however, resumed its place in her heart, in proportion as she felt the certainty of death. My claims, and the claims of her infant, lost all their force in her eyes. She left us without pity or regret. She refused to confide in me the cause of her anguish; while she did not conceal from me that my devotion or my happiness was not enough to make existence desirable. She has gone, and left me the bitterest portion of the wretched. The loss of her is not all that I have to deplore. She has left me the torments of doubt: terrors which assume no fixed shape: misgivings that haunt my repose, and embitter every cup that I taste.

Part of this misery I believe it to be in your power to remove. You held secret conferences with her. I now remember them; though, at the time, void as I was of suspicion, they escaped my notice. You shared with her her tears. It was only after your admission to the house, that smothered grief, mournful thoughtfulness, were ever visible in her demeanour. There is something, something behind this veil. Henry! my brother! what did she conceal from me?

Fear not to tell me the truth. It cannot be worse than my present doubts. These doubts I must not name, I must not harbour - yet I cannot dismiss them.

Tell me, Henry, for you know; tell me, I beseech thee, what is it that has killed my wife.

ANSWER.

How hard is the task which you have assigned to me! In such immature, such green youth as mine, it is impossible not to err, except by forbearance. I have not the wisdom requisite to make me act safely -- and yet that, perhaps, was my fatal error. In believing passiveness and concealment most suitable to my inexperienced years, I have possibly cut short the days of your Mary. A single word, a remote hint, might have set your mind upon discovery. The moment that rent the veil might have re-established  her felicity and your content.

It is now too late. She is snatched away from us forever. The disclosure may now come: but whether it will enhance your misery or lessen it, I know not. Too surely it will not recall her from the grave. You shall know as much as is known to myself. You have doubts, you say; doubts indefinable and fearful. Alas! the image of your fear is unreal.

I need not dwell upon my own misfortunes, previous to my arrival on these shores. You are already sufficiently acquainted with them; and, besides, they are not necessary to the end for which I now take up the pen: but. in order to effect this purpose, I must carry you back to the period of my arrival from France. Some events, previous to my entering your house, it is necessary to relate; but my relation shall be brief.

When I first came on shore at New-York, I had not a farthing in my pocket. Even my clothes were worn out, and my shoes would hardly stick to my feet. I knew nobody, even by name, except the captain who brought me over. He was a generous spirit; and, suspecting my destitute condition, had invited me to his house. I was obliged to accept his kindness, though sorely unwilling to receive obligations of this kind, and which I was wholly unable to repay.

He had promised to speak for me to some merchant or trader of his acquaintance, who might want the services of such a lad as I. He knew one who had been in Europe, by name Haywood; a man of wealth and of liberal temper, to whom he had confidential letters. On delivering these, he would seize the opportunity of stating my wants and my merits.

The captain was not unmindful of his promise; and, next day, brought from Haywood an invitation to his house. I went thither, and was introduced to a man, about thirty years of age, of a very noble aspect, and captivating manners. He received me with great kindness; and, mentioning the captain's representations in my behalf, desired to know in what way he could be serviceable to me. He gave a patient ear to my story, which I related with all the sensibility which such recent and horrible disasters could not but produce. I described the condition of my parents while in England -- the motives that induced them to migrate to America - the capture of the vessel by a French frigate -- our long and rigorous imprisonment at Brest, and its mournful consequences.

My father's melancholy, on the plunder of all his little property - all that the malice of fortune had left him, after the toils and cares of thirty years - all that could save him from nakedness and hunger in a foreign land - joined to the untimely death of his darling Jane, whom scanty and unwholesome food had contributed to destroy -and to that pestilential atmosphere which, during seven months, he was compelled to breathe put a miserable end to his life.

My father's corpse was treated by our inhuman keepers, as my sister's had been a little while before. It was dragged, naked, from the blanket where it lay, and thrown into a hole, dug in the court-yard for the reception of those who should die in the prison.

This spectacle was too much for my mother to behold without loss of reason. With these eyes I beheld my mother frantic and desperate. I saw her tear her clothes, and her ravings still sound in my ears. With these eyes I beheld her lie down upon that hard and tattered bed whence my father had lately been dragged: I saw her lie down and expire!

Good heaven! - But I meant not to repeat this tale to you. Forg'ive me; you have sorrow enough of your own, and I benefit not myself by reviving these images.

This artless tale had a powerful effect upon Haywood. It made his eyes overflow with compassion, and awakened a lively interest in my welfare. He offered me accommodation in his house, and a pecuniary recompence for my assistance in keeping and arranging his accounts; and his offer was eagerly and gratefully accepted.

I lived with him four months. During this period I was a near spectator of his manners and habits. So far as I could judge, they were free from reproach, and full of dignity. Me he treated with familiarity, and almost with tenderness; and I, in my turn, was not deficient in fidelity and gratitude. My situation made me somewhat acquainted with the state of his affairs, and afforded scope for that observation which my youth and my intellectual activity naturally prompted me to make; and yet my knowledge was vague and incomplete; consisting merely of conjecture and inference, and not the fruit of direct communication from him.

I found, or at least conjectured, that he was a native of Pennsylvania; that he had married at an early age; that he had gone, shortly after marriage, to Europe; that his wife, during his absence, had died; and this connection, in some way inauspicious, being thus dissolved, he returned to New-York, where he had not long resided when we first met.

I also discovered that he was making court to a woman of that city, young, beautiful, and possessed of many intellectual accomplishments, though without fortune. As the bearer of a note from him, I had once an opportunity of seeing this lady. Her deportment and mien]
 fully justified the prepossessions I had formed respecting her, and I had good grounds for believing that marriage was at no great distance. At length I collected, by accident, that the bridal day was fixed.

The deportment of my friend announced his approaching felicity. Yet his joy was sedate, and occasionally mingled and chastised by some untoward, but undiscovered care. A cloud would sometimes gather on his brow at moments of loneliness, or when my occupation, though in the same apartment, left him, in some sense, alone. The cloud was transient, and I saw nothing in his destiny but serenity and brightness. Alas! the prospect was quickly obscured.

One evening, about a week prior to his nuptial day, some out-of-door engagement had occasioned me to spend much of the day abroad. I returned home late in the evening; I inquired for Mr. Haywood, but was told that he was absent. His evenings being usually devoted to his mistress, his absence created no surprise. The servant added, that a gentleman had been waiting in the drawing-room, during more than an hour, for his master's return.

Imagining that, possibly, I might answer this visitor's purposes as well as Haywood, I went into the room. There were two lights on the mantle-tree, and the stranger was walking to and fro, with an air of much impatience and anxiety. He looked up eagerly at my entrance; but seeing who it was, withdrew his eyes in seeming disappointment, and resumed his pace.

These appearances, so wholly unlike what I had been accustomed to observe in those whose visits to my patron were prompted by mere business, that I was abashed, and was discouraged from addressing him. I quietly seated myself at a writing-desk, and began, according to my custom, to enter, in a little volume that I bore about me, the transactions of the day. While thus employed, I found time to steal glances at the visitant, and accurately to note his features and gestures. They were of a kind to raise all my curiosity, and fasten all my attention. They denoted habitual passions, lofty but vehement, and thoughts, at this time, full of perturbation and impatience. Seen in a strong light, and impassioned as it then was, his countenance sunk deep into my fancy, and never shall I cease to view it with as much distinctness and vividness as when it was before me.

My fingers trembled, the pen lost its regularity, and I merely scribbled at random, as affording opportunity of viewing this scene without being noticed by him. A thousand vague terrors and surmises crept into my heart, when I considered these impetuous but stifled feelings, as preludes to an interview with Haywood.

My mind quickly found other occupation. A step was heard in the entry, and a voice inquiring of the servant for me. The stranger checked his pace: he stood upon the hearth: he trembled, and, covering his eyes with his hands, muttered, scarcely articulately, "My God! assist me to keep down --."

Haywood entered the room, and his visitor turned quickly and approached him. My pen dropped, and I started up, involuntarily, to behold this scene. No sooner had Haywood cast his eyes upon the stranger, than they sunk to the floor. A blush of surprise, indignation, and horror, spread itself over his face. Both, for some moments, were silent; the pause seemed to rise, on the stranger's part, from the overflow of boiling passions, which choaked his utterance. At length he spoke, falteringly:

"Haywood! I have found you at last. After the pursuit of years, you are met, and I am satisfied. Walk out with me: this is no place: the means are already provided: all we want is solitude and uninterruption."

" What would you have?" said the other, hesitatingly.

'What? Can you ask? Villain, seducer, and assassin! Can you ask what? Vengeance for my sister's honour, for the blood of my friend, I demand and will have. Walk with me - all will be dispatched in twenty minutes."

"You have been to - Miss Addington," said the other.

''Ah hah!'' replied the stranger, while his eyes sparkled with triumph, "I see you have already, in part, reaped the fruits of your crime. You have been with that devoted lady, whom, I thank God, I have come time enough to save from the fangs of a tyger. I have disclosed to her your past deeds, and painted your genuine character in colours  which you will never efface."

Haywood's eyes flashed indignation. "I see you can be unjust in your turn. I have injured you, but did not merit this act of vengeance. Go before - you may lead me where you please."

Without more words, or deigning  in the least to notice me, they left the room and the house together.

You will imagine with what trepidation and wonder I was inspired by a scene like this. It was unexpected and terrible. They had gone for a purpose easily divined. The interview brought about by such inveterate animosity, would not end but with the death of one of them. It was not in my power to avert the evil.

The guilt of seduction and blood rested on the head of Haywood. He had confessed the truth of the accusation, and had gone forth, perhaps, to perpetrate, or be the subject of an act which the world will excuse, though, in the eye of unprejudiced observers, nefarious and detestable.

Was it possible that such an one as Haywood had so long appeared, had been the destroyer of virgin innocence? Could he thus repel vengeance with vengeance, and not hasten, by contrition or reparation, to compensate for past misdeeds?

I was unable to go to bed. I waited in the parlour in the imperfect hope of Haywood's return. I had no curiosity which Haywood would condescend to satisfy. I had been a neglected and unthought-of witness of an interview big with tremendous consequences; but my presence would be remembered, and my agency be, in some way, necessary. I could not sleep till the event were known.

Occupied with these turbulent thoughts, two hours elapsed. At the end of this period, Haywood entered the house, and came directly to the room where I was. I darted inquisitive glances at his countenance. I saw there nothing but tokens of confusion and dismay. He appeared to be harrassed with fatigue. His cheeks were pale, his eyes haggard, and two hours had wrought a change in his appearance similar to the effect produced by a long sickness.

He was totally absorbed in reverie, and seating himself near the fire, appeared unconscious of my existence, or that of the surrounding objects. I was powerfully tempted to break the silence; but what could I say? A stripling like me, raw and unexperienced, was but ill adapted to be the monitor or counsellor on occasions like these. Besides, my advice was not required; my consolation was despised; my very existence was forgotten.

After a time he rose, and without speaking, withdrew to his chamber. After extinguishing the fires, and drawing the bolts, I followed his example. I went to my chamber, but not to sleep. My province was to ruminate on this mysterious incident, the features and deportment of the stranger, and the fearful but unknown consequences of this meeting. Miss Addington was the lady to whom Haywood was contracted. The stranger, apprised of his connection, had visited her, and wrought a breach between the lovers which no time would probably repair. Haywood doated on this lovely woman, and his love was amply returned. One disastrous event had been sufficient to turn that love into hatred and resentment, and, perhaps, to sever them forever.

 These thoughts effectually excluded sleep, and I rose earlier than usual in the morning. I went into the room appropriated for writing, and my eyes instantly lighted on a pacquet, directed to me, in Mr. Haywood's hand writing, and lying on the desk. I opened it with a misgiving heart, and read these words:

"I wish you to deliver the inclosed papers to my friend Mr. H. and Miss Addington, according to their direction. They will authorize him to take possession of the property contained in my house. This arrangement is necessary, as I shall leave this city instantly, and quit America as soon as possible - never to return.

"You witnessed a strange scene last night, and have, no doubt, sagacity enough to perceive whither it tended. The consequences of that scene you will speedily know. Your candour  will induce you to put the best construction on my conduct, and your gratitude and good sense will shew you the duty of concealing from the rest of mankind, both your own conjectures and the grounds on which they are built.

"I am in no mood to make this letter a confession; but, though the slave of the present impulse; though fickle, inconstant, and cowardly, I am not so wicked as one unacquainted with my motives might imagine.

"The unfortunate man whom you saw last night, once gloried in a lovely sister, the wife of his friend. Me he likewise called his friend, and, as such, presented me to her. I was an inmate of the same house. Her husband was gone upon a distant voyage. Our intercourse was frequent, familiar, and confidential. Such were the preludes to her dishonour, her infamy, and, perhaps, her death.

"Her husband's return was shortly expected; but she waited it not. A living proof of her crime was preparing to testify against her; and her father, who lived under the same roof, had begun to suspect. She fled from the house, and, as I have this night heard, perished in obscurity and indigence.

"The husband doated  on his wife, and the detection of her guilt was the signal of his destruction. He put an end to his own life. Of this dishonour, and this death, you know too much for me to desire to conceal the truth from you - I was the accursed cause.

"Such were the effects of one moment of infatuation! I had almost hushed my conscience and my fears to repose, in the belief that these effects were exhausted; but no! this night of horrors has added to the list.

"Heaven is my witness that I deeply deplored the injuries which, not my malice, not my selfishness, but the intoxications of a momentary passion had done him. I have endeavoured to compensate those wrongs by the subsequent integrity of my conduct, and looked forward to the union of happiness with duty, in the love of Miss Addington. I concealed from her my past offences, while the disclosure might have won her pity or forgiveness, but I feared to set my felicity to hazard, and postponed the confession till it was too late.

"The rage of Selwyn was not to be appeased. He turned the heart of Henrietta against me by outrageous accusations. He filled, with abhorrence and loathing, her in whose bosom I had entrusted my peace. Not content with this, he thirsted for my blood. No plea, no apology, no submission could avail, even to defer the strife of death for a single day. I did no more than comply with his bidding, and expose to the same chance, the safety of both.

"Farewell, good youth! I thank you for your faithful services. In reward for these services, and in token of my friendship, accept the inclosed bills. They will serve you till you find some profitable station.

                                                                                                  E. HAYWOOD."

These consequences were, indeed, speedily unfolded by time. Not a day  had elapsed before rumour was busy in telling of a fatal rencounter that took place in an unfrequented spot on the shore of the Hudson. It was late at night. The moonlight was remarkably brilliant, and the eye could see far and wide. Some persons walking in the road were alarmed by the report of two pistols fired nearly at the same instant. They hastened to the spot whence the sound proceeded, and found a man stretched upon the earth, in the agonies of death. He was insensible, and died before he could be removed to a hovel to which, as the nearest shelter, they had carried him.

Proper inquiries and examinations being made, it was found that the person killed was named Selwyn; that he was a native of Portsmouth, New-Hampshire
; that he had come, a week before, from Boston; and was well known, in a small circle, as a man of probity and amiable manners. Appearances sufficiently bespoke the nature of the contest to which he owed his death; but none thought proper to communicate to the world, if any knew, the circumstances leading to this contest, and the person of the adversary. It remained a topic of conjecture and speculation, which, as usual, was fed for a time by plausible fictions, and led to many feasible, though fallacious conclusions.

Meanwhile I hastened to perform the commissions with which I had been charged. I gained access to Mr. H. He was an elderly and grave person, who received the papers with the air of one who knew their contents, and dismissed me without interrogation or comment.

I found Miss Addington alone, and seated in a melancholy posture, with a guitar in her hand. On noticing the superscription of the letter which I offered her, her eyes were filled with tears, and I marked an internal effort to regain her composure. She appeared to hesitate a moment whether to accept or refuse it; but, at length, received and put it in her bosom.

I lingered a few moments in hope of some occasion or excuse for prolonging my visit; but, though she regarded me with looks of curiosity, she betrayed no desire to converse; and, having fulfilled my charge, I was obliged silently to retire.

I was once more let loose on the world. Haywoods's  generosity had enabled me to be idle, for a time, without beggary. I need not recount again my adventures previous to my arrival in your city, the events which led to my acquaintance with you, and the design of becoming the pupil of your art. I was not startled by the approach of the late terrible pestilence, and cheerfully engaged to assist you in your benevolent endeavours to disarm this pest of some of its horrors. In resolving to become a physician, I had formed a sort of tacit contract to stand forth the adversary of disease, in all its forms.

When I took up my abode with you, your wife was absent. I knew her only by the picture which you had drawn, and by that evidence of her sagacity which your excellences afforded. She returned not till my own sickness began. She immediately assumed the office of my nurse. For some time I perceived merely that a good genius hovered over me in the form of a woman, but her figure was not examined. I heard her voice, and understood her requests and injunctions; but whether her accents were sweet or harsh, I was too much engrossed by my own sensations to determine.

The violence of my disease gradually abated, and I was able to observe what was passing. As often as I cast my eye upon the face of my nurse, somewhat appeared there that caused me to look again. Some intimation arose in my mind that these features had not now been seen for the first time. I reviewed the past incidents of my life. I called to memory the female faces I had met with in my own country and in this. I compared them with those of my nurse, but was able to detect no resemblance. I began, at length, to imagine that, perhaps, it had been my lot to meet with her somewhere in the city. Perhaps I had lighted on her in my rambles through the streets of this town, or had met her in some church into which I had entered. Yet that could not be. A face like that would not have flitted in my sight like any vulgar physiognomy; been glanced at, for a moment, and thought of no more.

It must not be imagined that this inquiry occupied much of my attention. It yielded place to those topics which my recent experience suggested. It occurred less frequently in her absence than her presence, and was thought upon with more or less intenseness according to the previous state of my mind. My musings upon every theme were, indeed, obscure and fluctuating, on account of my disease. I suppose I should sooner have lighted on the truth if my mind had possessed its customary energy.

One night, after the crisis of my malady had passed, I lay awake, and pursuing my thoughts with more accuracy of recollection, and more coherence than I had known since my indisposition. My eye was fixed upon a lamp on the table, whose oil was nearly exhausted, and that burnt feebly. The solemnity and silence of the hour, the solitude around me, and especially the gleams darted from the ill supplied flame of my lamp, reminded me of what had passed in Haywood's house on the interview with Selwyn. I called up all the images which composed that scene, and traced once more the lineaments of Selwyn as they then appeared, pregnant with violent but mixed emotions; the acuteness of grief, the bitterness of hatred, and the vehemence of expectation.

 No object, perhaps, ever existed so vividly in the imagination of man, as this spectacle existed, at that moment, in mine. Not a hue or a lineament was wanting in the portrait. All before me was colour and form. I thought myself restored to that apartment, and was wholly occupied in gazing on the scene. My attention was so much absorbed, that I did not notice the entrance of your wife, who softly opened the door and approached the lamp with a flask of oil in her hand. This she poured into the vessel, and the dying flame instantly revived. This sudden illumination recalled me from my dream, and I turned my eyes towards the light to discover the cause. My nurse's face was bent over it, her hands being still engaged in pouring out the liquid.

Engrossed as I was by the image of Selwyn, and scarcely conscious of the transition I had made from the ideal to the genuine object, this face being, like that, illuminated by the same reddish and dazzling beam, I was affected as if Selwyn's apparition was before me. The same cast of features was so strongly visible in both, that I doubted whether the figure tending the lamp, was not that of the dead in some new guise. I had not time to take a second view; for, her office being finished, she glided as softly and swiftly out of the room as she had entered it.

This incident arrested all my thoughts. At first, this resemblance was regarded as no more than a friek  of fancy, but gradually it began to wear a more plausible appearance. I remembered the reflections that the countenance of this lady had so frequently excited, the vague but obstinate suggestion that I had somewhere met with it before, and the unsuccessful result of my inquiries. No woman that I ever met with, and whose image I was able to recal,  possessed any remarkable resemblance to her.

Now, however, a similar visage was discovered; but what should I infer from this discovery? Surely it was merely casual. Human faces may exhibit resemblances, without affording any ground for concluding that any relationship exists between them. And yet, was not that conclusion hastily formed? What hindered but that some relationship subsisted between this woman and Selwyn?

This was a thought pregnant with affecting consequences. My mind incessantly brooded over it, multiplied and weighed conjectures as to the nature of this kindred, and the effects which Selwyn's disappearance had produced, and the conduct which it became me to pursue. Hitherto my lips had been sealed on the subject of these disastrous occurencess. No exigence had happened since my parting with Haywood, to extort from me disclosures of the truth; but it seemed as if my new condition might create new claims upon my caution, and new trials of my fortitude, and that it became me to demean myself with vigilance and circumspection.

Selwyn had been mentioned as having had parents and a sister. Nothing had been said precluding the conjecture that he might have more sisters than one. She that had fallen a sacrifice to the arts of the seducer, might have left one sister, at least, to mourn over her fall - and this might be she. I was the depository of a secret momentous to her happiness. That secret now became burthensome. It was scarcely ever absent from my thoughts. My perturbations were excessive. Whenever she was present, I gazed, with unconquerable solicitude, upon her countenance. Methought  I could have given half my existence to ascertain the truth, but shuddered at the foresight of the consequences which a remote hint, or vague allusion, might produce. If suspicions were awakened that her brother's destiny was known to me, I should be, probably, assailed by importunities from which I could not hope to escape.

She frequently noticed the intentness of my looks. At first they were regarded by her as tokens of dejection or pain; but this inference being earnestly denied, she betook herself to other guesses. At length she perceived that my eye followed her movements involuntarily, and that some confusion was manifested by me, when she inquired what it was that attracted my attention. I carefully evaded her questions; but, in so doing, only furnished new fuel to her curiosity.

I wanted to ascertain the truth. I was conscious that the resemblance I perceived might be merely casual; but this was outweighed by an opposite opinion: still a large portion of uncertainty always remained. Circuitous methods of arriving at the sentiments of others were new to me. I was not qualified, by habit, to employ them with skill. They involved some degree of falsehood, and from this I shrunk with strong repugnance. I felt as if my features would betray my secret intentions in spite of my will; and that  to maintain a firm voice and sedate manner in conversation, which should lead to the desireble point, was impossible.

She spent many hours in my chamber, occupied with her needle or her infant, or a book which she read aloud for my amusement. No wonder that my soul melted within me, when looking at or listening to her. The conditions on which I remained in this house, the cheerful efforts that were made for my service, the unaffected benevolence of which I had been the object, made my heart glow. Added to this were the features of my nurse, her musical tones, the justness of her elocution, and her manners, expressive of boundless affection for her husband and child. When I, likewise, reflected on her similitude with Selwyn, and the calamities she had probably experienced, I was unable to restrain my tears.

Thought I dared not make direct or indirect inquiries, I noticed and compared appearances. I soon observed that the equanimity of Mrs. Molesworth was not invariable. When seated near the fire in an evening, her husband being absent, her child asleep, and no light but a glimmering from coals on the hearth, and forgetful that there was any to observe her, I sometimes perceived her features assume an expression of the deepest sorrow, and the tears secretly fall. If you chanced  to enter during this reverie, she would start, dress her countenance in smiles, and seem to cast behind her every mournful recollection.

When reading a book, she would stop at certain incidents or reflections, muse pensively, or sigh, and then, by a kind of effort, regain her composure, and resume her task. These reflections and incidents had always some connection with the hardships to which the loss of reputation and honour subject her sex, and therefore tended to strengthen the conjecture, that the comparison was secretly made between her own experience and the reasonings or relations of the book.

I had never force of mind enough to lead the conversation towards the same point. Even when accident suggested topics which possessed some affinity to those images which crowded my brain, I endeavoured to change the theme. To this I was not influenced merely by remembrance of Selwyn and his sister. I could never, on these occasions, forget that I also had a near relation, whose fate was not unlike that of the being whom Haywood had destroyed, and her image I was only happy in forgetting.

This perplexity, however, was destined to give place to a greater. One evening, when my sensations were more languid and dreary than usual , and my reflections were full of anxiety and hopelessness, she offered to beguile the hour with a book. The proposal was gratefully accepted. I did not expect to derive pleasure from attention to the volume; but the attitude which she assumed when reading, and the occupation which her eyes found in the page, allowed me to gaze upon her features, and indulge the reveries of my fancy, without exciting observation. The book was a tissue of diffuse, irregular and superficial remarks upon solitude,* in which an anecdote occasionally appeared of much more value than the crude or injudicious reflections that preceded or followed it. One of these being connected with the author's character, and shewing  the influence of parental folly in thwarting the affections of a child, was read with more pathos, and I listened to it with more attention than the rest.

A daughter fixed her choice on a youth who wanted no merit but that of being opulent and highborn. The father, whose hopes looked forward to the ennobling of his blood by his daughter's marriage, exacted from her the sacrifice of her choice. The sacrifice was made, and was followed by the death of the lover, by his own hand, and of the daughter, by a slow disease. This story, added to the features of the reader, which betrayed the deepest sympathy, operated on my fancy, distempered by sickness, and overfraught with images pertaining to Haywood, in a manner that I never before experienced. I uttered an exclamation of horror. My companion, dropping the book, and turning to me, anxiously inquired into the cause of my alarm. I had not time to retrieve my presence of mind, and answered, "Nothing. I thought it real; but my vision was confused. It could not be."

"Could not be!" she replied: "What? what is it you speak of?"

"Be not alarmed," said I, endeavouring, in vain, to conceal my perturbations; "I mistook a spectre for a man. I thought - I thought it looked over your shoulder - at the book."

"Good God! a man? Where? What? Who is he?"

"It was shadowy, imperfect: I cannot tell what; but methought -- methought it was -- your brother!"

This word was no sooner uttered than she shrieked; and, clasping her hands, repeated, "My brother! Heaven save me from ever seeing him more! He was here! He was close at my shoulder, but is gone. 0! whither, whither? I heard him not. I heard not his curses!" - While thus speaking, she looked on all sides with an air of the deepest affright.  She seemed in expectation of beholding him once more.

At this moment the bell was rung. She noticed it, and perceived that the signal was yours. Instantly her terrors and tumults were controuled;  yet the efforts that brought back the appearance of sedateness were vehement. The motive that could conquer this dismay must, indeed, have been powerful. Terrified and confounded at what I had done and witnessed, I rose before your entrance, and retired to my chamber.

No wonder that this new discovery astonished me: that I experienced a sort of relapse of my disease, and passed a feverish night. In the morning my heat and restlessness somewhat subsided, and I was able to review the incidents of the last evening without disorder.

Here was darkness that I could not penetrate. The name of Selwyn had not been mentioned; but a brother existed, or was imagined to exist, whose presence 

*   Zimmermann on Solitude.

inspired terror, and this terror there was reason to conceal from you. No words can describe the tumult of my thoughts and resolutions. I was perplexed in a maze, from which I longed, with unspeakable ardour, for deliverance; but from which the hope of extrication was denied to me. I had rashly plunged into the stream too far to recover my footing, or to withstand the orrent that would bear me away. I had shewn  that I possessed knowledge which would not fail to be extorted from me; and the effects of my disclosure it was not possible to estimate.

I looked, each moment, for the entrance of your wife, but she appeared not. At length you came to my chamber; and, among other questions, I ventured to inquire into her health. She was not well, you said. She had passed a sleepless night. Something, you knew not what, had greatly disquieted her; but you hoped that to-morrow would give her back her usual health. 

Surely, thought I, her inquietudes have arisen from the dialogue of last evening. Her husband is a stranger to the cause. It is possible that my construction of appearances is just; but I am far more likely to err. She will imagine me, however, acquainted with the truth. The consciousness of this; the danger that her secret will escape from me, and reach those ears from which she has spent her life in endeavouring to conceal it, will subvert her peace, or tempt her to despair, or lead her to an interview with me that will put my fortitude to too hard a test.

But what is my ground for these surmises? Surely no supposition is more wild, than that this is the undone and degraded woman whom Haywood dishonoured, and her brother reported to be dead! If she were, who can believe that the truth is unknown to her husband? that any veil has been thick enough to hide these dreadful portions of her history from him? It is utterly incredible.

I drew temporary comfort from this reasoning; yet I looked forward, with shuddering, to the moment of our next meeting. I imagined to myself all that she would feel; and, fearless of any injury or accusation limited to myself, was plunged into the most exquisite suffering. I did not yet reason on the subject: I did not weigh the reasonableness of her grief or her terror: I did not inquire whether past events ought to exercise an evil influence on her present thoughts: whether former errors were not compensated by present rectitude. Much less did I speculate upon the means of repairing the ills which my rash or misjudging zeal might occasion. I thought only on the pangs which the detection of former offences, by the world or by her husband, would produce.

What pity, I exclaimed, that I had not died before I entered this house! That the benevolent exertions of this woman have rescued from the grave one to whom she will owe the death of her hopes! But the evil has not yet come. Let me shun another interview by flying from this roof. Let me hide myself forever from their inquiry, in the remoteness of the desert, and let my fatal knowledge be buried with me.

This design was conceived in a moment of imbecility. I gradually retrieved my fortitude. Why, said I, should I thus cherish a cowardly distrust of my own steadfastness? I shall shortly know the truth. This woman will seek an ex planation. If she be deterred by delusive apprehensions, or spurious shame, it is my duty to unfold my thoughts, and to quiet her fears that her happiness will ever be subverted by me. Does she trust the permanence of her peace, her husband's happiness and his love, to his ignorance of her former condition? Does she tremble lest my fatal interference may remove that ignorance? Her terrors are groundless. I will never be such an enemy. I will sew up my lips, I will cut out my tongue, rather than betray the secret. I will impart my resolution to her. I will know the truth this moment.

What an idiot have I thus long been! 'Tis  well that I have to plead the languors of sickness in extenuation of my folly. I would otherwise tear out this infirm heart. I would hang up this frame, the dwelling of a soul so contemptible, to be parched by the northern blasts - to be pecked at by vultures and crows. I hear her. It is her step. She is coming.

I was not deceived. She entered my chamber with faltering steps. A deep melancholy was visible. She did not look up, but placed herself on a seat near me. She came with a view to conversation; but her feet would more readily obey the impulse of her will than her tongue. She was silent; and would probably have been unable to introduce the subject which occupied her mind, had we continued together till the present hour. I plucked up my courage, and addressed her thus:

"My friend, since last night my hours have been full of disquiet. I have been wavering between different schemes, and driven to and fro by adverse resolutions
. I desired to promote your happiness, but knew not by what means. The contest is now at an end. I see clearly the path which it is my duty to take, and shall tread in it with steadfastness.

"I am acquainted with a man by name Selwyn. Some years ago he brought with him a stranger, whom he introduced to his father and his sister as his friend. This friend resided in the family; and, finally, repaid the benefits which he received by the dishonour of that sister. Shall I go on to act and to speak as if that sister, whom her friends imagined to have perished in indigence and misery, is alive, and is now before me?"

She struggled to speak, but her words could not find utterance. Her breast throbbed, and she looked about her with wildness. At length, a burst of tears came to her relief, and she articulated with difficulty, "Go on: say all that you have to say, that I may know the utmost cruelty of my fate."

"I have said all. You have only to point out the path which your dignity and happiness require me to pursue, and I pledge my existence for the observance of it. I know you to be virtuous, compassionate, and good. Do I not hold my life by your bounty, and shall not that life be readily forfeited in your cause? Impose upon me any task; you cannot impose upon me any inconsistent with virtue, and the task shall be performed."

Her tears flowed with new vehemence, but she spoke not. I continued:

"Perhaps your calamity is not known to the man who possesses your hand and your heart. Perhaps his ignorance, in this respect, is deemed by you essential to your happiness. Shall that ignorance be prolonged? Is it in my power to prolong it? If it be, the sentence of eternal silence is passed, and shall be observed."

"Alas! your silence will avail but little. What is known to you, will be known, by similar means, to others. It is vain to hope for oblivion but in the grave. While the author and witness of my shame exist, the danger is perpetual and imminent. I have lived long enough a slave to foreboding and terror. To pass another series of two years, pursued by remorse and alarm, is more than my nature will permit."

"Henceforth your fears may be dismissed, for the author is far away, and the witness is - no more."

"What!" she cried, "is my brother --?" She was unable to complete the sentence. I repeated, "Your brother is dead."

She covered her face with her hands, and gave vent to a burst of grief, the most profound and impetuous, that I ever witnessed. At length she was able to inquire when and where his death took place.

"Selwyn died in New-York. Three months has since scarcely elapsed."

She looked at me with earnestness: "You are sporting with my grief. It is impossible."

"I shall not labour  to convince you of my truth. If his eternal silence, will contribute to the safety of your good name, and of your conjugal happiness, it is thus far safe. He will never more upbraid you, or propagate the tale of your dishonour. Haywood is the prey of remorse. Your spectre pursues him, and dashes with bitterness every cup that he drinks; but he prizes the esteem of mankind too much to make himself the historian of his own crimes."

"How then came you to know them?"

"The concurrence of events rendered the confession of his misdeeds to me unavoidable. Accident had put so much in my possession, that he thought it needless to withhold the rest."

"And thus," she exclaimed, "has it been with others. Thus will it continue to be since he is not dead; and what remains for me? Where shall I find refuge? Who will give comfort and counsel to one thus forlorn?"

I thought it expedient to allow free scope to her sorrow, and waited, in silence, till nature should be exhausted, and the accents of comfort could be heard. After some time, she said:

"How came it thus? None, since the fatal hour when peace and innocence fled from my bosom, have partaken of my grief. I have shunned the scrutiny of others. I have treasured up my woes and feasted on them alone. I have not been supreme in misery as long as disgrace and reproach have been kept at a distance; and I imagined that for a human creature to penetrate my sentiments, was to forfeit that slender good that remained to me.

"Yet, this limit is past; and the prop on which I leaned is gone!"

"The prop on which you leaned was feeble, liable to be broken by every blast, and unworthy of your confidence; but it is not yet broken. There is one, only, in the world to whom your secret is known, and why should you be terrified at his knowledge? It is not  the sympathy and reverence of mankind that you hate, but their scorn and their obloquy. You dread the disclosure of the truth, because it will be followed by contempt, not because it will awaken a more ardent approbation of your virtue, and a stronger zeal for your welfare. The misjudging world, whose errors flow from their ignorance, might deny you its esteem; but I that know you as you are, that know by what illusions you were betrayed, that know the extent of that expiation which has been made, am bound to you by stronger ties, am more devoted to the cause of your happiness than ever."

"Ah! the reproaches of mankind affect me not but as their truth is acknowledged by my conscience. My heart is my accuser, and tells me that there is no punishment too great for my transgression. I have an husband whose peace depends upon his ignorance of my guilt. That ignorance has subsisted
 at the mercy of a thousand chances
. That it has been prolonged till now, is only a subject of wonder; but the hour that reveals it to him, will be the last of his joys - perhaps the last of his life." Here she again relapsed into sorrow, too violent to permit her either to speak or to listen.

At first, my despondency was scarcely less than her own, but at length I began to question the certainty of that consequence which she dreaded. The first burst of this knowledge on your mind, might be expected to overwhelm all courage, and prostrate all hope, but surely this was a calamity not beyond the reach of a cure. He that could upbraid and detest this woman, must be void of humanity. Most of all must her husband have abjured his understanding. He who so thoroughly knew the excellence of her heart, the purity of her present deportment, the untaintedness of her fidelity to him, the depth and variety of that anguish which her errors had produced, and which made her ten-fold more exempt from the possibility of falling from her duty, than if she had never fallen: what sentiments but pity, forgiveness, and augmented tenderness, could find their way to his heart?

When her grief could find words, she dwelt upon the loss of your esteem as the fate that awaited her. The censures of the world were terrible. The miseries which she had entailed upon her father and brother, were ever fresh in her remembrance; but these were not the last of evils. The bitterest of all calamities was yet to come. Her husbands's happiness and life were to be reserved for the last victims. Till these were offered, she was not an outcast of hope; forlorn and irretrievably wretched; but too surely these would be offered.

I endeavoured to combat these fears. I dwelt upon the equanimity of your character. I dwelt upon her claims to your compassion and love; claims that the scorn of mankind, the loss of parents, and brother, and friends, could only tend to enhance. That you should be blind to her excellence, insensible to the influence of compunction and amendment to atone for past errors; that these errors would be otherwise regarded than as the illusions of a powerful, but misguided understanding; of a heart betrayed by the mask of virtue, and by stratagems which owed their success to the confidence which is bred in us by ignorance of mankind, and freedom from suspicion, was impossible.

"Ah! my friend, you are deceived. I know him better than any other knows him. Think not that slight obstacles would have protracted my concealment till now. Think you that I have not weighed well the motives of my conduct, and that the miserable alternative of secrecy was adopted upon insufficient grounds? No. I was not so insensible of the hazards that beset me. I was not so blind to the duties of my condition."

I still, however, insisted upon the rectitude of a frank deportment; on the placability of your nature; on the hazard that eternally hung over you of hearing the truth, but mangled by rumour, or distorted by malice; on the wisdom of performing a deed which could not be prevented, though it might be delayed, and of exhausting its effects as speedily as possible.

"I comprehend your distress," continued I; "you dread that the tale you shall tell will be incoherent and imperfect, even from your lips. Your emotions will confuse your thoughts, and embarrass your utterance. This ought not to be, but it cannot be cured by conviction, and you therefore are unqualified to be an advocate in such a cause. Such are not my disqualifications. I am not born to shrink from any province, to falter and recoil from any task which justice and necessity prescribe. Assign to me the duty of contending with the grief and despair of your husband. Let me be the wall between his wrath and your offences. I will convey the horrid truth to his ears; I will urge your claims to the continuance of his love and his esteem, in terms which he cannot resist; I will cling to his knees; I will wrest from him the weapon which he aims at his own life, or at yours; I will root out his sorrow, and bring him to your feet, to pour out his forgiveness and renew his vows of eternal affection."

At these words she started on her feet. "Good Heaven! whither would you carry me? To ruin? I charge you, by all the kindness I have shewn  to you, to hold your peace: promise me eternal silence upon this head, or I die at your feet; I rid myself, by my own hand, of life and all the evils which it has entailed upon my head. I know the guilt of self murder: I know what I shall leave behind to my unhappy child, and what I shall meet-in the state into which I shall pass; but no matter, plight to me your faith that you will not disclose my shame to any human being, or this night shall be the last of my life."

I was terrified by the distraction of her looks and manner, and gave the promise she demanded. "Without your consent," said I, "I will impart nothing." She compelled me to repeat these words, and even to swear that my silence should never be broken.

Her tumults being somewhat hushed by this assurance, she relapsed into complaint of the cruelty of her fate. I listened to those effusions of her sorrow, because I hoped that the very act of pouring her distress into the ears of a friend, would gradually alleviate it. This was a privilege which hitherto she had never known. Communication and sympathy are, perhaps, the only sources of relief to a mind sorely charged. Grief owes its sting to the conviction of our own guilt, and the notion that the world is not only unanimous, but just, in its condemnation. The removal of this error is the revival of hope; but as long as our woes are not partaken, and our self-accusations not confuted by another, the error is inveterate and fatal.

I could not fail to express my wonder at her present situation. I mentioned my belief of her death, of the same belief adopted by her family and Haywood, and asked why she consented to marriage on conditions so precarious as those of the obscurity of her past life. How could her husband's curiosity have been eluded or defeated as to her true condition?

"I will hide from you nothing; my story will enable you to estimate the degree of my guilt, and my penitence. It will make easy your adherence to the oath that you have taken, by shewing you the necessity of concealment.

"I know not how far your knowledge of my early life extends. You talk to me of my father and my brother; you know that I have been betrayed. 0! how little is known to you! If you knew all, you would not weep with me; you would not talk to me in soothing accents; you would view me with abhorrence; you would deny my claim to be treated as an human being. No, I have undertaken an impossible thing; I cannot, I must not tell all."

"Perhaps," said I emphatically, "you underrate my knowledge."

She looked at me wistfully, and with a countenance of terror. "0! no; what I did is known to no human being but myself. Your eye would scoul  at me instead of pitying; you would rush from a house polluted by the residence of such --.

"Pity for a wretch like me, would argue the capacity of perpetrating equal horrors. It would make you as detestable as I am in my own eyes. Cannot you think? Paint to yourself - a wife and a mother --."

Here her utterance was suffocated by sobs. At length, recovering from her anguish, she resumed:

"The days of my childhood were serene. I knew no vicissitude but from pleasure to pleasure. A sportive prattler they called me, who was never at peace. 0 that some mortal disease had snatched me from life at that happy age! That such as I then seemed, was reserved for the miseries that have since been my lot! Till my mother's death, when I was ten years old, I was unacquainted with sorrow; but even then, the traces of my tears quickly vanished, and the tide of joyous sensations re-visited  my heart.

"I loved my brother - it is impossible to say how much. He was older than I, my preceptor and friend. He accompanied me in all my walks - he read, he talked to me. His purpose was to fit me for performing a useful part in the world, to inspire me with liberal curiosity, to make me rational beyond the common reach of my sex.

"He doated  on his sister: he took no pride in any thing more than in the proofs of my advancement. I have seen his eyes glisten on hearing my eulogy pronounced by those whose suffrage was of value. 'Why, yes,' he would say, when listening to my praise, and with a smile of ineffable complacency, 'Mary, I must own, is a good girl.'

0 my brother! thou art dead, and, no doubt, I am in some mysterious way, the author of thy fate. Such has been the fruit of thy instructions!

"Time moved on smoothly till I was eighteen years of age. Every day added to my stores of knowledge, and to my brother's affection. My social sympathies were active. I had numerous friends of my own sex. I was the idol of my father as well as of my brother. He was a good old man, guileless as infancy, prone to confidence and love, and wrapping his existence in the welfare of his children!

"At that age, a cousin of my father's, a youth for whom he had performed the duties of a guardian, who had been some years in Europe in pursuit of medical knowledge, returned to Portsmouth. My father's house was his home. He had been brought up with me and my brother, and our affection for him was equal in degree and in kind. I knew him only as a brother, and treated him as such.

"Alas! would to heaven I had been to him no other than the object of fraternal regards. He loved me, but was unable to awaken, in my bosom, the same sentiment. He tendered his love; and God is my witness with what heartfelt grief I heard his confessions. My feelings were incompatable  with his. There was no doubt as to their nature or duration. That they would not change, that I could never be his wife without a forfeiture of happiness, was my entire and immoveable conviction.

"He entertained a different opinion. He confided in the influence of time and assiduities to win my heart. Knowing me to be unprepossessed, he trusted to that his ultimate success. It was in vain to assure him of my own belief; to assert the privilege of knowing myself better than another could know me; and to supplicate his forbearance. Love, he said, was the growth of esteem and gratitude. It was akin to pity; and these sentiments, he knew, existed in my heart; and would, finally, give place to love. Not contented with his own efforts, he called to his aid those of my brother.

"I was accustomed to make my brother's judgment the criterion of my actions. I modelled myself by no consideration but that of securing his esteem. I hoped that he would see the reasonableness of my conduct, and assist me in contending with the headlong passions of my lover; but I was deceived. For the first time my conduct excited his regret, and he censured me for folly and caprice.

"No words can describe my mortification and dismay. I was heart-broken by his reproaches, and prone to doubt of the clearest evidence when in opposition to his verdict. That I ought to love him whom my brother deemed worthy of my love, had been fostered as the most incontestible  of truths. In my juvenile reveries, I had frequently looked forward to wedlock, but it recurred to my thoughts merely as enabling me to reduce my brother's precepts to practice, and affording the opportunity of proving my docility and gratitude. I could not deny the intellectual and moral excellence of Colmer: that love should have no other basis than esteem, was the sum of my creed as well as of his; but such was the perverseness of my heart, the depravity of my imagination, that while the claims of Colmer were seen to be just, my aversion to admit them was invincible.

"I was the prey of the most acute anguish. I felt that to be rejected and despised by my brother, was an evil not to be endured; I felt that I deserved his contempt; but still my indifference would not forsake me; and, what was worse, the conviction would not be suspended or outrooted  that this indifference would continue for ever.

"Finding me refractory in this respect, my brother urged me to accept his friend, notwithstanding my indifference. He pleaded the merits of that friend, the fervour  of his passion, the benefits to mankind and his family flowing from Colmer's  talents, provided they were not blasted in the bud. At present, his activity was at an end, his life itself was endangered by his disappointment. A wasting disease had already begun its progress in his frame. His mother and his sisters beheld this progress, which was to bereave them of protection and subsistence; they knew to whom it was ascribable. His mother was a second parent to me, his sisters were my friends. Their tears, their silence, their frantic apprehensions upbraided my cruelty. Still, such was my deep aversion to marriage void of love, that I hesitated; I wept, indeed; the pleasures of existence became tasteless and wearisome; I desired to die, but my intractable soul refused to make the sacrifice that was demanded, till Colmer was reduced to a sick bed; till my brother vowed eternal resentment on my incompliance: with tears, with forebodings, with heartbursting sighs, I decked myself in bridal ornaments, and purchased the peace of others at the price of my own.

"I found some consolation in witnessing the joy which my acquiescence diffused. I studied to conform my wishes to necessity, and, if happiness were beyond my reach, at least to secure content. My husband's health made it useful to make a voyage to sea, and try the influences of a tropical winter. My brother, shortly after my nuptials, embarked for Europe. He returned in company with one, who took up his abode in my father's house.

"The stranger was made an object of kindness and attention. To this, not only his general merits seemed to entitle him, but a pensive reserve, a musefulness, that studied to screen itself from observation, and bespoke some latent sorrow, enhanced his title to compassion and respect. I delighted in making others happy. My sympathy was particularly active for this man. I noted him in all his wandering; thought and spoke of him when absent, and pondered on the best means of diverting his dejection. I tried to engage him in discourse. I proposed employments and excursions whose tendency was to amuse. When he smiled, when his zeal engaged him in earnest talk, when he manifested satisfaction at the prospect of a visit, or declared himself pleased after an excursion, I congratulated myself on the success of my efforts, and acquired resolution to persist in them.

"My anxiety on his account, was at length observed by him. It seemed to produce gratitude; and his respect for me, his deference for my capacity, his attachment to my company became more visible. He dwelt in the same house, and my brother was set out on a new voyage. Hence his attendance on me, in my walks and visits, was more frequent, as well as our unwitnessed interviews at home.

"Much of his time was spent in reading. His books were generally such as suited my taste. They abounded with instruction, from which I continually acquired new light, and our mutual circumstances allowed him to rehearse them to me. His utterance was in the highest degree proper and emphatic, and conferred new energies and graces on all that he read. I listened and found no satiety. I regretted when the book was finished, and intreated  him to begin again. If the sentiments and language were sufficiently imprinted on my memory, his tones and looks, while thus employed, afforded a new and exquisite gratification. His absence left me in languor and impatience: the topics of our conversation were renewed. I mused on all that he had said or done during our latest interview, and alleviated the anguish of reflecting that they were past, by looking forward to the meeting of to-morrow.

"In this state of things it was impossible that proofs of confidence should not be mutually exchanged. I dwelt upon all the incidents of my life with candour  and minuteness. I explained the state of my feelings with regard to my brother and my husband. I avowed my approbation of what I had done. I had chosen, among many evils, the least; and my choice had given me, not indeed felicity, but content.

"He praised the rectitude of my conduct, dwelt upon the value of sacrifices made to duty, upon the selfishness and infatuation of what is called love, upon the sufficiency of mere intellectual intercourse to impart all the benefit and pleasure which a rational being can know.

"There were many points on which I had meditated with some care, and on which I had formed opinions for myself. I was highly pleased to discover a conformity in these respects between my friend and me. With the rest of the world I disagreed, and this disagreement precluded an entire union of affections between me and any of my ancient friends. While pondering upon these topics, I acquired the utmost fervour  of conviction, and I glowed with the love of that excellence which my reason investigated and acknowledged; but when I looked upon mankind, I saw none who reasoned and decided like myself. Hence dissatisfaction crept into my heart. A sort of uneasiness arose, coupled with doubt of the truth of opinions, which so many whose impartiality and penetration, in general, were great, had rejected. I felt as if nothing was wanting to certainty but the concurrence of one whose judgment I respected. The approbation of the whole world, or of a great number, I could dispense with, provided the sympathy and co-decision of one were granted me.

"I had inferred, from my uniform experience, that it was vain to search for an human being whose taste and opinions were like mine, but now this similitude was found in as absolute a degree as I was able to conceive. I cannot describe my emotions upon this discovery. For the first time in my life I tasted happiness. My being seemed to be newly fashioned, my soul to imbibe a double portion of intelligence. Instead of barren content I found myself reserved for rapture. The friend who had hitherto existed a creature of my reveries and wishes, was embodied, brought to me by some auspicious fate, from a distance, and placed within the sphere of mutual knowledge and attraction.

"There was nothing in my situation to damp my enjoyments. I was conscious of no criminal or wayward thought. My heart was satisfied because it was full. My actual engagements were recalled to memory with the same emotions as formerly; or, rather, I had reason to regard them with more complacency. The void in my bosom I had formerly imagined could only be filled by love, but now was my mistake rectified. To think of our guest as the lover or husband of another, gave me no anxiety. To think that a bar existed by which a closer union between us was rendered impossible, excited no regret. The existence of a passion, purified from the impulses of sense, I conceived to be now verified by my own experience.

"The apprehensions of different sentiments in my friend were removed. He loved, but the object of his passion was dead. This love continued, and would never subside, would never give place to a new devotion, would never absolve him from a vow of eternal celibacy. He was contented with the enjoyments of friendship. In me he discovered properties more similar to his own than in any being but her whom death had severed from him. He rejoiced that my hand was possessed by another, because this circumstance precluded all misconstructions: it added still more strength to the motives which forbade him to regard me in any light but that of a rational being, whose feelings of attachment or aversion were uninfluenced by sex.

"My husband's character was distinguished by probity and knowledge. Conscious of my purity, recollecting the conditions of our union, and determined to make him the witness and arbiter of all my sentiments and actions, I dreaded not any evil to him, or any impediment to my intercourse with Haywood from his notions of decorum or right.

"Thus did the hours pass. Haywood's gloom vanished, or it revisited him only in moments of solitude. He became sprightly in demeanour, and fluent in discourse. All the powers of his mind seemed to expand as under a more genial temperature. He did not scruple to ascribe this propitious change to my influence, and hence I derived new topics of congratulation.

"This serenity lasted not long. Gradually, my friend contracted an air of pensiveness and discontent, but he was as much devoted to my company as ever. He was no less unreserved in his communications. He was equally attentive to the injunctions of decorum. In moments of the most unbounded confidence and sacred seclusion, he never treated me but with personal respect, and invariable sedateness of manners. Indeed, I will confess, that, in this respect, he was more austere than my reason or my inclination required. I asked no more reserve from him than was practised by my brother, or my female friends, and I saw no reason why I should be satisfied with less. If our emotions with regard to each other were precisely the same, why should particular restraints be adopted?

"Hence
, indeed, arose the first interruption to my quiet. Comparing his deportment with that which my own heart prompted, and of those whose sex or affinity took away all doubt as to the nature of their love, I perceived an unacceptable difference. I imputed this difference to coldness. This imputation he repelled by new ardour  of professions, by appealing to the hours which he spent in my society, and to the proofs of confidence which his behaviour continually afforded. Methought  the inference was irresistable, and yet, while my understanding was convinced, my heart doubted.

"Infatuated girl! How lightly didst thou tread upon the brink of perdition! How ingenious wast  thou in entangling thyself and thy friend in inextricable ruin! I looked into my own heart, but saw nothing to condemn. Not a spot adhered to my integrity. I was conscious of no evil. I was trained in no school of duplicity and stratagem. The consciousness of rectitude I thought would bear me up against the censures of the world, but sentiments so blameless as mine would forever shield me from that censure.

"I am almost ashamed to confess the urgency with which I sought those tokens of tenderness which were adapted to precipitate his ruin. In my guileless apprehension, they could not be bestowed too liberally. To withhold them was a proof of the want of affection, or argued an affection that was not legitimate; that annexed more importance to this privilege than it merited, and that was conscious of improper tendencies. I could not acquiesce in any other conclusion.

"Instead, however, of complying with my wishes, in this respect, he became more pensive and museful. He talked less during our interviews; these interviews were shorter and less frequent. His bloom and his health rapidly decayed. He immured himself for days in his chamber, and admitted my visits not without objections and reluctance. I urged him to explain the cause of this change. For a time, he obstinately denied the reality of any change in his health, and ascribed the revolution in  his manners to caprice, to chance, to some cause beyond his power and inclination to explain.

"When his indisposition had made such progress as to make it no longer questionable, he denied admittance to a physician. He was sensible of no pain. His joints were feeble, and his frame emaciated, but all his functions were regular. He ate sparingly, and slept as usual. His thoughts were mournful and dejected; but he could not explain the cause that made his thoughts run in one channel more than another.

"His generous artifice was, for a time, successful; but in the agony of my fears, on his account - in my incessant meditations on the cause of this evil, I could not fail of lighting, at length, upon the true conjecture. It was too dreadful not to make me eager to banish suspense, and ascertain the truth. I besought an interview, and explained to him my fears. He strove in vain to hide his secret from my scrutiny, to elude my interrogations, or repulse my entreaties. He was the prey of an hopeless passion, of which my malignant destiny had made me the object.

"This detection opened my eyes to the horrors that environed me. I beheld a youth of unrivalled excellence, tarnished, and withered, and hurried to the grave, by a malady to which my temerity and infatuation had given birth, but to which I was utterly disabled from administering a cure. I was bound to another by inviolable obligations. The place which nature and reason had intended for Haywood was pre-occupied by another. He was sinking before my eyes, but the hand that might have snatched him from the billows was constrained by bonds which no human force could break.

"It was never to be shut from my mind, that my fatal enchantments had seduced him into this snare. I had designed no evil, was wholly unaware of any hurtful tendency in the conduct which I had pursued; but this persuasion availed nothing to rescue me from terror, or blunt my remorse. Now that the effect was produced, I regarded, with profound astonishment, the blindness that had so long been inattentive to its approach. The tokens of the truth were now remembered or imagined to have been incessant and palpable. My own efforts were now seen to have had no tendency but to infuse this venom. I had sported in the flowery path, though every step was beset with adders; and my senses were recalled from their trance, not till my progress was irrevocable, and to turn back was no longer in my power.

"I accused myself to Haywood. I poured forth floods of tears, and vowed not to survive him. To this self-upbraiding and despair, he always roused himself to the most tender and pathetic opposition. He absolved me from all censure, and imputed his calamity to his own perverse fate - to his incaution and folly. It was his province to have supplied the want of foresight in me; to have fled from the danger when its first approaches were descried: whereas, he had lingered till flight was impossible or useless.

"He was the most guilty and unfortunate of human beings. He had lived in defiance and contempt of his duty; had trampled on the claims of gratitude and service, which his friends, his country, and mankind had urged upon him. Indolence had eaten away the root of every virtue, subjected him to poverty and ignominy in his native country, and had accompanied him to his new abode. In vain had he struggled to shake off its chains: for every struggle, by being unsuccessful, had only added to their number and force.

"It was time to die. Longer life would only multiply his crimes, and aggravate his infamy. Life was, indeed, only to be purchased by conditions which would make the burthen of existence intolerable; which would heap calamity on all those whom he had most reason to love, and chiefly on me, whom he deemed the purest and most excellent of human creatures, and for the sake of whose peace he would cheerfully die a thousand deaths.

"It was vain for me to importune or mourn. No efforts of mine would postpone  the inevitable hour: and, instead of desiring its postponement, I ought to exult in its swift approach. My peace and honour were in hazard: his death alone would purchase their safety; and, to purchase it, he hastened to death with more alacrity than bridegroom ever hastened to the arms of his bride.

"Such was the usual strain of his discourse, to which I listened with heart-breaking anguish. I believed that I knew this man. I knew him to be inslaved  by a thousand errors; but these errors were the growth of an unhappy education: they were productive of incessant compunction: there was a species of discipline efficacious to his cure; and I had fondly hoped, that heaven had appointed me the minister of this cure. I knew his virtues as well as his faults, and perceived them to transcend, by far, the elevation of any of those whom I had previously known - to be such as fitted him for the instructor and delighter of mankind. Should such an one perish, in the bloom of his age, and I remain, to whom alone his disastrous and premature fate was to be imputed?

"My heart was rent; my tears flowed without remission; solitude and darkness, my chamber and the night were witnesses of my agony; the conflict of arguments, and fears, and hopes; the eternal warfare of those principles which forbad me, on the one hand, to destroy Haywood and myself; -- for our fates were not to be dissevered; the same hour should witness both our deaths, and the same grave open to receive us: -- or, on the other, to blast the felicity of Colmer;  to overwhelm my father and brother with horror and grief; to bring upon myself eternal obloquy, the loss of reputation, the tears of my friends, and the scoffs of the world. Such was the terrible, yet unavoidable alternative. Such was the fruit of my brother's well-meant cruelty -- of the obstinate devotion of my husband - of the incurable infatuation of Haywood -- of the irrevocable decree which made me the wife, which consecrated my person and affection to one to whom I was indifferent.

"That was my first crime. To have yielded my hand, contrary to all the dictates of my heart; to vow eternal affection where none was felt; to devote my thoughts and services to one for whom I felt no sympathy; who claimed, indeed, my reverence for the probity of his intentions, and the depth of his capacity, and the amplitude of his knowledge; but whose heart answered not to the pulsations of this heart, whose conceptions of the beautiful and the just were invincibly repugnant, whose employments and amusements were void of all resemblance to mine. That was my offence, from which every subsequent calamity has flown; which has cut me off from all activity and usefulness; which has made me the assassin of Haywood, and my own murderer. 0, my brother! to thee am I indebted for that guilt. Into whatever gulph of death, or infamy, or poverty, my desperate footsteps may bear me, at thy door shall I lay the charge of being my destroyer; on thy conscience will the guilt of my blood rest.

"0! how blest are they whose conduct is exempt from parental or fraternal dominion; who are suffered to consult the dictates of their reason, and are not driven, by imperious duties, to the sacrifice of independence, the abjuration of liberty, and the death of honour!

"But to look back, to deplore the irremediable past, will avail me nothing. The toils are closed upon me: my dungeon is completed, and escape is only possible by two avenues; both lead into the midst of horrors and perils; either is abundant in evil, and I am terrified to madness by the consequences that will follow each; but the choice must be made. The ruin of my father's peace, of my brother's hopes, of my husband's happiness; the loss of fame and of friendship; exile from my father's house, are the evils which my spirit must endure, if the life of Haywood deserves to be saved; and these evils I will courageously encounter, and cheerfully sustain, for his sake.

"Such was the dreadful result of many days and nights of meditation. My resolution being formed, I hastened to impart it to my friend. He listened with a faint smile. 'Heroic woman,' said he, 'how thou over-ratest the deservings  of the wretch before thee! Thou wouldst fly with him from this scene! Thou wouldst loose thy hold on all that is dear to the heart of woman for his sake! Thou wouldst entrust thy happiness to his spontaneous fidelity! Thou wouldst share with him his nakedness, his famine, his obscurity! Alas! inconstant, cowardly, and feeble as I am, there are limits which I cannot overstep. No, remain in the bosom of thy father, thy brother, and thy husband. Cherish thy untainted honour, and thy devoted friends. To accept thy offer is no matter of desire; to refuse it is no cause of hesitation. I have gathered up all my wishes and views, and concentered them in a speedy and quiet death.'

"I urged my proposal anew. I combated his scruples with entreaties and arguments; but all were ineffectual. His aversion to a scheme by which I should produce such extensive mischiefs to those whom my duty taught me to love, and mischiefs to myself which no incidental good could out-balance, was not to be subdued.

"One alternative remained. My continuance in my present condition, my father's approbation, my brother's love, my husband's reverence, my own good name, were not already forfeited. I was adored by Haywood: I loved the proofs of his affection and his confidence, which he delighted to bestow. To watch his features, to be greeted by his smiles, to study the improvement of his understanding and his fortune, was all that my heart, formed for sympathy and tenderness, required. Of these I was not ashamed. They were incompatible with no conjugal duty. I avowed and exulted in my wishes, and none surely would calumniate or censure them. If they did, calumny and censure, by being unmerited, affected me not.

"But this, alas! was not sufficient. My friend languished, and perished. He was consumed by unsatisfied desires. Not contented with the homage of my understanding and my heart, he sought for that, the gift of which, if known, would blot my name, awaken enmity in all that loved me, and bring down inexpiable vengeance on the head of my seducer.

"Let me not repeat the sophistries -- exhibit again the illusions which bewildered me -- which did not beget opinion, or terminate in belief; which did not successfully contend with all the impressions of my education; which did not hinder me from shuddering at the name of adultress; which did not blind me to the hazards and consequences of detection; make me callous to the stings of self-reproof; hide from me the deformities and hatefulness of falsehood; -- prolific of terror, involving in its train a thousand stratagems, humiliations and iniquities, and sure, at last, to be unmasked; counteracted; baffled; punished.

"No! while I tumultuously reflected on the wrongs that I had suffered from my brother's cruelty and my husband's pertinaciousness; while I sought to load them with the guilt of every deviation from rectitude to which their fatal obstinacy had given birth; while I laboured to extenuate the crime, and exaggerate the ease of concealment; to reduce to nothing the moral tendencies, and intrinsical importance, of the gift that was exacted from me; and assiduously to meditate the benefits resulting from dishonour, I came no nearer to decision. My irresolution forsook me not. The reluctances that bar red up my passage afforded not a momentary token of yielding.

"No reasonings and no fears could annihilate the woman in my breast; out-root from my constitution the materials of duty, the laws of my sex, the instinct of decorum, the powers and habits which recoiled, with mechanical necessity, from the part of solicitress, to any but mental intercourse. Yet such was the part which my fate had assigned me. Haywood was only to be won to existence and happiness by supplication from me!

"I had brought myself to offer him my company in flight and exile, but this had been rejected. I could endure every consequence of separation from my family, but not the making the inmate of their bosom and partaker of their confidence, a liar and dissembler; the eternal weaver of frauds; dressing her countenance in deceitful smiles; lavishing caresses on the man she betrayed; and practising tricks and subterfuges to gain, or prolong, or conceal her interviews with another. To this, no impulse of passion, no cogency of eloquence, could gain my assent.

"Alas! my fate was determined not in the moment of exertion, but of slumber. My reason, weary of its fruitless efforts and contests, had yielded place to an interval of precious and rare repose. The apartment was darkened by curtains, that the heat, as well as light, might be excluded. I had parted with my friend in expectation of taking a short journey; but my time of setting out being by some accident postponed, I withdrew to my chamber, and threw myself upon a sofa to indulge my wonted reveries. In this situation sleep stole upon my senses.

"Meanwhile, Haywood, seizing the opportunity of my absence, resolved to end my conflicts and his own, by withdrawing from the house and the country. He wrote a letter containing the reasons of his conduct and his last adieus. This he designed to leave upon my toilet; and, for that end, came softly to my chamber, which he reasonably imagined to be vacant.

"That was the crisis of my fate. I must not dwell upon the tumults of surprise in my own heart; the tremours that, in spite of virtue, disabled me from flying or resisting; that lulled my reason, and that of my betrayer, into an oblivion long enough to put our mutual destruction beyond the reach of prevention or recal.  I must not dwell upon the remorses  and humiliations that ensued. To what end would they serve?

"I am not anxious to extenuate my guilt or aggravate my calamity, by recalling the detestable series of sensations  that followed. That event, on which I did not reflect till the reflection was too late to save me, came at length to open my eyes. Add to this, intelligence that Haywood was already married, and had a wife alive, and preparing to come to New-Hampshire and claim her privileges. My brother and my husband were likewise expected to return.

"To dwell upon my flight from my father's house, the agony attending the untimely birth of my offspring, the indigence and dangers I encountered in my banishment from home, and my intercourse with strangers, my obscure abode in Ridgefield, a remote village in Connecticut, where I owed my subsistence to my labour,  my reputation to my change of name and the ignorance of my neighbours respecting my true condition; to recount the watchful nights devoted to remembrance of my infantile and youthful days, the images of my associates and friends, of my brother, my venerable parent, and my unfortunate husband; to terrible conjectures as to the consequences of my disappearance, and keen regrets for the fate that prolonged my life only to accumulate my despair: to detain you by so long and so mournful a narration, would be useless.

"That grief is of no enormous kind which permits the sufferer to live, which does not prompt him to seek the quiet which the grave will bestow. This refuge, the affection of my neighbours denied me. After some time, by means needless to be mentioned now, I gained a knowledge of the effect which the detection of my guilt and my flight produced on my family. I will not paint the scene. Your hairs would uprise, and my heart would bleed to death in attempting the recital. The news dissipated, in a moment, that torpor into which months of repose and security, of ignorance and solitude, had plunged me. I rushed to the river's brink, and endeavoured to extinguish my woes with my being.

"My purpose was suspected, my track was pursued, my breathless corpse was dragged from the river time enough to be restored to life. The disappointment of my purpose made me moody and sullen. They guarded me, in the belief that I was a lunatic; and a second attempt to perish, by strangling myself with a cord, was, in like manner, frustrated by those whose unbought benevolence made them watchful of my conduct.

"Two years passed away in a gloomy reverie. Joy was flown from my heart, smiles from my lips. I lost the desire of society; the power of speech was grown difficult by disuse. While I lived, I procured subsistence by my needle; but this was my whole employment. When the edge of bitter remembrance was somewhat blunted, I admitted, sparingly, the consolations of society and books. The dejection and dreariness of my thoughts were insensibly alleviated, and existence ceased to be a burthen, of which I was impatient.

"In this state of things he who is now my husband came to the village as a visitant. He sought my obscure dwelling, introduced himself to my acquaintance, offered me his books, solicited permission to attend me in my walks, to sit with me while busy with my needle, to amuse my toil by rehearsing the poets and historians with whom he was familiar.

"I was become habituated to solitude and musing, and underwent a sort of violence in yielding to his wishes. My acquiescence was difficult, ungracious and slow. I immured myself in my chamber, and refused to be seen when he called at my lodgings; I walked out at different hours from those to which I had been used, and deviated from my customary tracks, in order to avoid meeting with him.

"He was not disheartened by my coldness and reserve; and, at length, I began to rebuke myself for ingratitude and incivility, and no longer raised impediments to our intercourse. Shortly I began to derive pleasure from his visits. When they were intermitted, I felt some degree of dejection and impatience; and his discourse awakened a cheerfulness to which I had, during several years, been a stranger. While rehearsing the strains of the dramatist and poet, the memory of similar scenes, in which Haywood had been an actor, was revived, and called forth tears not unpleasurable.

"This man was, indeed, widely different, in character and person, from Haywood. I need not mention to you, who know him, his noble and expressive features, his eye beaming with benevolence and vivacity, his refinement of taste and variety of knowledge. His deportment was tender and pathetic, but was untinctured by that impatience and moroseness which flow from compunctious recollections and unsatisfied wishes. He pursued no sinister ends, treasured up no illicit wishes, and contemplated no consequence but the cheering of my hours, and the promotion of my happiness.

"He was a native of Ridgefield. His parents and sisters resided there. I knew them well, and had been the object of their sympathy and kindness. His youthful deportment, his education, and his character, had often been the subjects of their talk, and of that of others, with whom I conversed. There was nothing but gracefulness and beauty in their portraits, nor were the expectations which they had taught me to form at all disappointed or confuted by my own observation.

"It was impossible to withhold complacency and gratitude from this man. That I should be the object of his disinterested kindness was a motive for self-approbation. I sometimes reflected on the happiness that might have been obtained by me, if such an one as this had been allotted to me instead of Colmer  or Haywood. This reflection drew deep sighs from my heart; and that which, at first, had imparted pleasure, now augmented the sense of my forlornness.

"Conjugal sympathies and duties - the union of hearts, and opinions, and efforts - the smile of offspring - the gratulation of friends - the esteem of the world - were goods of which I was irretrievably bereft; but, till I knew Molesworth, was less acutely sensible of their value, and deplored, with less violence of passion, their loss.

"His visit lasted some months. He then returned to this city, where he proposed to settle as a physician. He solicited my correspondence, which I had no reason to decline. Our intercourse, in this way, was frequent, and unfolded new excellencies in my friend. He confided to me his schemes of benevolence and fortune without reserve, and addressed himself to me as to one whose integrity was worthy of implicit reliance, and whose council might enable him to shun the pits and quicksands to which his safety was exposed in the midst of a luxurious city.

"On my own adventures I observed a profound and timorous silence. Though conscious how little my genuine character deserved his respect, yet I valued it too much to forego it by a voluntary act. I was ingenious in inventing apologies for my concealment; but they, doubtless, originated in my cowardice. I was loath to relinquish my present abode, which habit had endeared to me, in which the means of subsistence had now become regular and permanent, and where I was, at least, exempt from the mortifications of neglect and contumely. To disclose the truth to Molesworth would, I imagined, instantly convert his esteem into abhorrence and contempt: he would hasten to unfold my infamy to his sisters and friends. I should be cast from their exasperated bosoms - driven from my sweet asylum - and compelled, once more, to encounter the vicissitudes and dangers attendant on the search of a new abode. These were evils, at the thought of which I shuddered, and to which my fortitude was wholly unequal.

"After a year's absence, Molesworth returned. Weary of the turbulence and vices of the city, and disappointed in the hopes which he had formed of professional employment, he resolved to take up his abode in his native town. Our ancient intercourse was renewed with more complacency and frequency than ever. At length he proposed himself to me as a lover.

"This proposal produced the most violent and ambiguous emotions. My penetration had slept till the moment of disclosure, when I opened my eyes as from a trance, and was overpowered with astonishment. That the mournfulness and seclusion of my manners, the obscurity which hung over my early life, and the dubiousness that must thence have been reflected on my real character, did not preclude such views, in a mind so cautious and enlightened, was scarcely credible. But whatever were his modes of judging, and whatever apologies for former errors he discovered in the blameless and diligent tenour of my life, during my abode at Ridgefield, I could not hesitate in what manner to decide. To take advantage of his ignorance, his compassion, or his candour;  to give to his arms a being polluted with the foulest stains that can adhere to humanity, would be an outrage upon duty not less heinous than those which I had formerly committed. The embarassment accruing from the situation in which I was placed - the necessity of hiding the true motives of my dissent - the danger of incurring the imputation of caprice, folly and ingratitude, of insensibility or disdain, was ended by his impetuosity. My decision being precipitately sought, and my pleas for deliberation and delay impetuously repulsed, I was obliged to declare my resolution, without assigning my motives.

"His affliction was proportioned to his disappointment. For a time he acquiesced in my resolves, but remitted none of his benevolent attentions and services. At length, however, he renewed the subject, and besought me to explain the reasons of my procedure. He laid open all his own heart - he traced the origin of our acquaintance, and the progress of his passion - he shewed  the reasons on which it was built, the steps by which it attained to maturity, the immutable foundation of his esteem, the long, and intimate, and steadfast observation which he had exercised upon my conduct, and the hopes of future happiness which he had thence derived from union with me hopes -- which he had cherished too long, which he had reared on too rational a basis, to abandon but with his life.

"I viewed this man with emotions widely different from those with which I had been used to regard Colmer. That sympathy of views, that conformity of opinions and habits, which was wanting to the latter, were fully possessed by my new friend. I perceived that he was entitled to my whole heart, and that the sole obstacle to our alliance consisted in my worthlessness.  Judge, then, with what anguish I must have reflected on this obstacle, which ages of remorse would not obliterate, which no time would lessen or remove, and which cut me off from such varied and abundant felicity; which not only placed happiness beyond my reach, but made me instrumental in the misery of one whose excellences were so transcendent and rare.

"It was impossible, in the full career of my feelings, to hide from him the state of my affections. This discovery gave new ardour to his hopes, new edge to his curiosity, new vigour to his perseverance. I confessed that I was bound by no matrimonial obligations to another; that no duty required me to seek the approbation to my choice of kindred or friends; that I was not influenced by the false refinements of pride, generated by reflection on the poverty of my condition and obscurity of my birth; that wedlock was a state to which I looked as the fountain of every joy, and the theatre of every virtue; that his character, his person, his family, his residence, his profession and fortune, were all such as my reason and my heart fondly and ardently approved. Still, however, there existed an impediment which no time would remove, and which was created by the incidents of my life, previous to my abode in this town.

"He enumerated all possible causes that could produce this effect; and, at length, extorted from me the confession, that the sense of faultiness formerly contracted - the persuasion that my mind was disqualified, by imbecility and vice, to associate with his, was the true cause of my reluctance. This intimation affected, in no degree, his wishes. He applauded the delicacy of my scruples -- inferred, from their duration and strength, the untaintedness of my heart. I might, perhaps, have been drawn aside, by momentary impulse or passion, from the path of virtue; but my remorse, and the blamelessness of my deportment, during the years that he had witnessed it, evinced the undepraved rectitude of my principles, and constituted a sufficient expiation for any guilt which an human being could contract. He did not seek my confidence farther than it had already been bestowed. I was at liberty to hide from him my juvenile adventures. He was not anxious for my vindication from any charge which the malice or misapprehension of the world might bring against me. He had no surmises to remove, or suspicions to confute. He was satisfied with the knowledge which his own senses had collected, and looked no further for evidence of my integrity, and sureties for the happiness of union with me.

"On this topic my friend's eloquence was earnest and pathetic. While listening to his arguments, I gathered conviction. While his accents rung in my ears, I cherished the fond belief, that the years which I had passed in deploring, had atoned for, my misconduct; that to review the past with everlasting repinings and regrets was folly and guilt; that to allow former misdeeds, whose consequences were, perhaps, exhausted, to occupy our present thoughts, to the exclusion of beneficent designs, and the obstruction of wholesome activity, was to perpetuate and multiply the crime; that to regard our past misconduct with abhorrence was an argument of present virtue; but to suffer this abhorrence to incorporate itself with all our sentiments, to corrode our peace, to undermine our health or our life, and sink us into dreariness and torpor, was contemptible and wicked. I thought myself less hopelessly unworthy; and, while I pondered on the offices of tenderness, the assiduities of gratitude, the irreproachable fidelity which marriage with Molesworth would allow me to perform and exhibit, I felt hope revive in my heart, and was willing to concur with his proposal.

"These serene intervals, however, were transient as a shadow. The absence of my friend failed not to restore the dominion of habit, awaken anew my remorse, and make that obstacle, which, for a time, had disappeared, rise again more menacing than ever. I judged of his sensations by my own. At present he was wildering  himself in speculation. The magnanimity of forgiveness -- the sufficiency of penitence to expiate offences, and restore purity, were shadows which his understanding found it easy to subdue, as long as their existence was imaginary, and had no relation to himself. He sported with conjectures as to the crimes which it was possible for me to have committed; but none of his conjectures had hitherto reached the atrociousness of the truth - none were believed, by him, to possess any degree of probability: but as soon as the frightful truth should be discovered, the current of dispassionate reasoning would be changed - his gaudy theories, his artificial calm would vanish -- dejection and abhorrence would succeed, and he would spurn me from him as the bane of his existence.

"These thoughts renewed my wavering or suspended determination. Moles-worth, when he imagined my reluctance at an end, found that a few hours absence had given it more force than ever, and once more engaged in the task of contending with my scruples. My soul was torn by incessant struggles. There was no need to deliberate on the propriety of an immediate confession of my guilt. The confession, whether just or not, whether necessary or superfluous, was utterly impossible. My lips refused to open, my tongue was tied, when my unfaithfulness to Colmer, and its dreadful effects upon him, upon my father and my brother, were to be the theme of my discourse.

"I believed that this disclosure would terminate our controversy; but it would drive from my presence him whom my fluttering heart acknowledged for its sole possessor, whose company composed my chief delight: it would ravish from him all the hopes which he had built upon conviction of my merits; it would make me an outcast from my present home, and doom me to poverty, reproach and neglect. What wonder that I recoiled from these consequences?

"In the midst of these distractions and misgivings, it occurred to me, at length, that my fame was built upon a mere deception. The goods which I at present enjoyed, were held by no tenure but that of the ignorance of those by whom they were bestowed. I had been anxious not to hide, but only not to publish my shame. My conduct had been open to the scrutiny of all; but my lips had been perpetually closed upon the subject of my past offences. I had dealt in no impostures and inventions. I had not, in a single instance, abjured my veracity, and misled my neighbours by deceitful representations of my life and character. In this manner I had acted towards Molesworth. I had not laboured to correct, neither had I taken pains to perpetuate his errors. In acting thus I did not conceive myself culpable: but if his affection and esteem for me, as a wife, were to be retained on the same conditions as those on which I had preserved his friendship, might they not, with equal blamelessness
, be adopted?

"He knew my self-accusations. He knew that I regarded my faults as inexpiable, and as such as unfitted me for the provinces of wife and mother; but he, nevertheless, placed his happiness in my acceptance. He exacted from me no confession. He was willing to take me as I was, with all my real, and imaginary and imputed imperfections. My guilt might, by some fatal accident, be whispered in his ear, and his love and my felicity be ended at once; but this was contingent, and might never happen, or happen remotely, when the long experience of my worth, the cement of offspring and the progress of his reason, might hinder it from producing fatal effects. This discovery might, indeed, be anticipated by myself. I might gradually acquire confidence in his fortitude, in the agreement between his theoretical and practical deductions; I might seize some propitious moment, and reveal to him my story, and my peace and his affection may survive the shock.

"He proposes to spend his life here, where I have remained thus long, untraced and unsuspected. Every day adds to my security, by lessening the number of witnesses, and weakening the memory, of my dishonour, and fortifying the incredulity of my husband and my friends, by supplying them with new proofs of my constancy and virtue.

"Such were the reasonings that at length induced me to compliance. I was married, and conferred that happiness on Molesworth which I shall never know. The colour of my thoughts was by no means uniform. My misgivings, as to the events of futurity, my doubts as to the rectitude of what I had done, bred, in my secret thoughts, a melancholy which the caresses of my husband and my friends dispelled for a time, though sure to revisit me in solitude. I found new difficulties in disclosure, new humiliations in concealment, and new terrors in contemplating the texture of human events, by which the truth is finally drawn forth from all the obscurities and folds in which human ingenuity might wrap it. I shuddered to think on how slender a thread my felicity depended, and have suffered all the torments of foreboding, on a short journey or unexpected absence of my husband. I have waited his return with trembling, and watched, with unspeakable anxiety, his looks as soon as he appeared. I have been prone to misconstrue appearances, to impute inquietude or indisposition to some untoward occurrence or malignant intimation of my guilt.

"All these causes of alarm were aggravated by our removal to this city, to which Molesworth was induced by considerations, to which it was impossible for me either to admit with cheerfulness, or strenuously to object. I have seldom walked out but from necessity. I have been studious to evade  the scrutiny of passengers. In so large a concourse from all parts of the United States, it is scarcely possible not to meet with some who knew me during my residence at Portsmouth.

"I have, unfortunately, encountered some of these. I have even attracted observation, and been overpowered with terror at tokens which were once given of an intention to accost me by one who knew me well in my father's house. My suspicions have been ceaseless, my subterfuges to escape abhorred detection without number; but still I have seemed to be for ever tottering on the verge of destruction. - It was not long before a new event occurred to give a new form to my fears.

"You will judge of my confusion when I descried, from my chamber, on about three months ago, passing the street, Haywood himself. My confusion at this incident threw me into a fever, from which I recovered not without difficulty, and contrary to all my wishes.

"Haywood was never hated or upbraided by me, on account of any guilt that I imputed to him. He was, indeed, the author of all my distresses, and as such the sound of his name, and the recurrence of his image, produced loathing and abhorrence. To mistake another for him was impossible. I was, by turns, fondling my babe, and looking out upon the passengers, when he abruptly appeared in sight.

"My husband, happily for me, was not present. Had he been at my side, I should have been undone. My emotions not even his presence would have enabled me to subdue. As it was, his unsuspecting tenderness, his sympathy for my pain, stung me to the soul. Such is my unhappy lot, that every proof of tenderness from him whom I fondly love, only wrings my heart with new anguish, with anguish which nothing but proofs of his hatred would increase.

"Haywood I beheld for a moment only. How long he had been in this city, how often he had passed this door, how often he had passed me in the street, and by what mere accident he had been hitherto prevented from seeing and accosting me, I had no means of knowing. Whether he continued in this city, and whether I was still reserved for a meeting with him, were equally uncertain. I could not make inquiries. I could not suffer his name to pass my lips; but his image was ever in my thoughts. In passing the street, I dreaded to look up, for fear his eyes should suddenly meet mine. On entering the house of another, my secret terrors whispered that Haywood might be there. At every return of my husband to his home, I shuddered, lest some dire occurrence had revealed to him my shame.

"Shortly after I went into the country; but the change afforded me but slender relief. I was no longer in danger of meeting with Haywood, but my safety was still exposed to hourly hazard; my blood was chilled at the sight of every letter which came from Molesworth. Tremblingly I opened it, as if the painting of my nightly dream was to be realized, and I was to be overwhelmed with his curses and invectives.

"Little did I think, in the midst of all my fears, that danger of detection was increased by the rashness or folly of Haywood himself. Little did I think that he had confided the secret of my shame to another; that the strange youth whom we had received into our very bosom, was apprized of my guilt; and this has set, in its true light, the hollowness of my hopes; has shewn  me how baseless is the confidence which I reposed in the ignorance of mankind respecting me.

"Thousands may possess your knowledge. Those who daily converse with me, my husband's kindred and friends, may know my true character. They hate or despise me in their heart, and pity Molesworth's delusion, while they greet me with welcomes and smiles. A thousand times may the breath of Slander have blighted my name, and my crimes have been the subject of malignant whispers in the very circles which I frequent.

"Here then are my hopes of conjugal peace and unsullied reputation at an end. I have lived, in spite of conviction, that I merited abhorrence and infamy; but I have lived, because my life, and the belief of my purity, contributed to the happiness of the best of men. What shall become of me when that belief is subverted - when he shall cast me from him as baneful and poisonous? That moment  cannot long be deferred, and when it comes -- !"

Such were the terms of this affecting narrative. Having finished it, some engagement called her away, and she left me to muse upon it. It was a subject from which I could not withdraw my attention. My mind was continually busy in ruminating on this mournful tale.

"What various misery," said I, "has flowed from a single lapse! How ceaselessly watchful should we be against the first step that deviates from rectitude! A moment of forgetfulness of duty has been thus fertile of calamity; has laid so wide a scene of ruin!

"Where will it end? Can no penitence expiate this guilt, and no wisdom prevent future evils? Is it not enough that the husband and the brother have perished? That all the happiness which the continuance of life to Colmer  and Selwyn might have produced, was extinguished in their blood? Has heaven provided no resource against despair? no antidote to future errors?

"To save a life endangered by the folly and guilt of Haywood, this unfortunate woman broke her conjugal faith, contracted through pity to Colmer, whose infatuation was no less culpable. Her crime was followed by the despair of her husband, and the vengeance of her brother. These passions were the growth of errors no less deplorable, and have led to effects equally disastrous. But the mournful series is not at an end. The tranquillity of Molesworth is the child of ignorance and stratagem. At the moment of discovered truth, the phantom will vanish. What a series of errors generating errors, and disasters flowing from disasters!

"But is it certain that to know the truth will subvert his happiness? His wife has a right to plead her tenderness and fidelity to him, in excuse for past faults. Surely, in dispassionate eyes, her claim to pardon and to continuance of affection, cannot be disputed. Would it not be wise, at least, to make trial of his equity and fortitude?  

"She will never be persuaded to confession. Another must perform that task; but there is no substitute but myself, and as to me, would it not be madness and outrage to undertake a province like that? Have I not sworn to conceal her shame; and what, if, in the hope of effecting much good, I should violate my promise; what if Molesworth should prove to possess all the passions of an husband and a lover; if the happiness hitherto enjoyed should melt away from his grasp, like the phantom of sleep; and anger and hatred should succeed to pity and love; how shall I indure  to behold the effects of my fatal interposition?"

No wonder that while such were my reveries, you should perceive embarrassment and thoughtfulness in my deportment. How little, when your eyes were compassionately fixed upon me, and they seemed to say - "Harry! what is the matter with you?" how little did you suspect what was passing within! And what answer, had I spoken the truth, should I have given to your question?

For some time after this interview, no opportunity occurred of renewing conversation of this topic. I saw a secret wish to this end on your wife's looks, which seemed to fluctuate between curiosity and terror. It was only when your uncle's sickness called you from town, that we could hope for uninterrupted conversation. You left us at noon, and intended, or expected not to return till next morning.

The day was past in separate occupations, or in the presence of visitants or servants. In the evening, we seated ourselves alone, and your wife took up some needlework. She did not, as usual, ask me to read to her. She sometimes sighed, and the handkerchief was often raised to wipe away the mist that suffused her sight. At length, after a prelude of mournful silence, she stopt  the needle, and said, in a tremulous voice: --

"We are now alone, Henry, and I may say to you something that - you will not wonder that I am desirous of knowing more of Selwyn - my brother. You told me he had died, lately, in New-York -- you know the circumstances."

I understood her wishes, but was thrown into extreme embarrassment, by this disclosure of them. How could the truth of Selwyn's destiny be disclosed to the sister? I was silent. She looked at me, and saw the marks of my inquietude. She was affected in her turn, and sunk into thoughtfulness.

Recovering from this reverie, she again spoke - "Tell me, where; how did he die?"

I was unable to answer. I could not deceive or prevaricate, and the truth could not be told.

"Why are you silent? Tell me, Henry, how did he die? He was not in poverty I hope. How long had he lived in New-York? Was he not in good repute? It is long since I saw that sweet face."

"He was not poor. He was in good repute. All that knew him, esteemed his probity and manners. He had arrived but a few days before."

"Some sudden sickness, perhaps. How was it? Tell me!"

I was silent.

"Do you know the cause of his death?"

"I know it."

"Then tell it me. Why should you conceal it? Knowing, as I do, that he is dead, surely I can bear to hear the manner of his death."

I shook my head - "I am not sure of that."

Her anxiety increased. "Was there any thing extraordinary in his death? Perhaps it was a sudden stroke."

"It was."

"Alas! But he was among his friends, I hope. He did not suffer through negligence or inattention."

"He did not."

"Why then do you look so sadly? Why hesitate to tell me the particulars? A lingering death is not better than a sudden one. In whose house did he breathe his last? At what hour? By what disease?"

"Under no roof. It was at midnight. By no disease."


At these words, her heart throbbed with new violence, and her 

faltering

increased - "Surely - he owed not his death - he owed his death -----"

"To Haywood! whom your brother had pursued for years to avenge your shame in his blood. They met; the defiance was received, and your brother fell." 

Let me not attempt to paint the effect of these tidings. An hour after, when the tears whose assuaging influence had been for a long time, withheld, began to flow, and to impart some relief, you entered -- unexpected and unwished by either, you entered the apartment.

Here I must stop. I have complied with your request. I have told you all that I know. I parted from you, in no fear for the life of my benefactress and friend, but - she is dead! --

4.

A LESSON ON SENSIBILITY


Archibald
 was a youth of very lively parts. His sensibility had become diseased by an assiduous study of those Romancers and Poets, who make love the basis of their fictions. He had scarcely grown up, when he contracted a passion for a woman, whose chief merit consisted in her beauty. A new object quickly succeeded: Though he loved for a time with every appearance of ardour, it was perceived that his affections were easily transferred to a new object, and easily dissolved by absence. Love however, was his element: He could not exist without it. To sigh, to muse, to frame elegies, was the business of his life. Provided there was some object to receive his amorous devoirs,  it seemed nearly indifferent what the real qualifications of the object were.


His friends prevailed upon him to put himself under the care of a merchant in Ireland. His situation required that he should qualify himself for some profession. That of a merchant was chosen by him as liable to fewest objections. After some time, however, he was brought back to his friends a maniac. A phrenzy at first furious and terrible, subsided into a melancholy, harmless to others, but invincibly silent and motionless, with scarcely a change of attitude; without opening his lips except to converse on his own misfortunes or the events that caused his despair. He has remained for some years, an example of the fatal effects of addicting the undisciplined mind to books, in which Nature is to fantastically and egregiously belied. These were the circumstances that produced an effect so mournful.


He had scarcely been settled in his new abode at Corke,  when he became enamoured of the daughter of a family more distinguished for their pride of birth, than their wealth. The Butlers claimed an alliance with the House of Ormond. There was honour in this descent, which, in the opinion of those who partook of it, survived, and was almost a counterbalance to the disasters that follow an attainder.


The daughter was carefully instructed in that creed which her parents valued so highly; but whether the inconveniences, the formality, and restraint to which this prejudice subjected her; or whether the books which she had an opportunity of consulting, and which, when they are admitted into any plan of education, always possess the largest portion of influence, exhitlited human nature in its true colours,  her sentiments were of a cast wholly opposite to those that actuated her kindred.


Her love of simplicity and independence appeared to gain new strength from contemplating the pomp and indolence that encumbered her steps. These qualities, however, were not suspected to exist, till the occasion presented itself, that called them into action. She was first seen by Archibald, in a shop where they accidentally met.


On the subjects of gracefulness and beauty, the youth was the most ardent of critics. He fancied himself profoundly skilled in the language of features and looks. Among the numerous attempts that he had made to interpret this language, some had luckily succeeded. On these as on so many demonstrative deductions, had he built his theory; and the aid of certain German writers
 had enabled him to give it an air of completeness and consistency. On this occasion he instantly formed his conclusions. He had the imagination and hand of a painter. By means of these he supplied himself with a portrait of the lady. He collected all the information respecting her which the stately reserve and unsocial habits of the family admitted. In brooding over What is imperfectly known and seldom seen, enthusiasm is apt to be awakened. No wonder, in such a fancy as that of Archibald, this image should at length be idolized, and his passion, fostered by incessant meditation, should break out into the utmost extravagances. In a rational mind the difficulties that attended this pursuit would have induced him to relinquish it: In Archibald those difficulties, which were all but insuperable, had no other effect than to stimulate his ardour. 


For some time he had full employment in contriving and executing expedients for obtaining the great object of his wishes. His memory was fraught with the wiles and stratagems of lovers; such as have afforded a theme to the poets of all ages: But his own fertile inventions, contemplating the circumstances peculiar to his situation, enabled him to surpass them all in subtlety and perseverance.


The efforts of a strenuous mind constitute sometimes a pleasing, but always an instructive spectacle. Instances
 of a powerful understanding laying out its strength upon trivial or base purposes, are by far too common in the world. They cannot be considered without regret, nor, I may add, without benefit. The misery which misguided endeavours produce, is no less real, than the happiness which would reward a different application of them; but there is pleasure in reflecting that the time may come when our faculties will not be able to vary from a true direction, and the errors of the present race, by the magnitude and extent of their effects, enable us, in some degree, to appreciate the good which may be hoped from a different condition of society.


The case of Archibald afforded a signal example of a powerful but misdirected capacity. I shall not mention the various contrivances which his ruling passion suggested to him. It is sufficient to say that after a due period of industry, and hope, and suspense, a good correspondence was established between him and the lady. She was sufficiently aware of the prejudices of her friends; but the rectitude of her own mind did not allow her to foresee all the effects of their prejudices: She could never apprehend the benefits of a clandestine connection: She rejected disguise, without a moment's hesitation: She discoursed without scruple, on those tokens and suggestions which Archibald, like an hovering genius, laid in her way without allowing her to distinguish the agent: She spoke with the same unreserve when the true agent was discovered.


The family were of course alarmed. The sincerity of the lady's attachment, and the energy of her principles, were quickly put to the test. Their remonstrances and arguments, though urged with all the advantages of numbers, age, and authority, availed nothing. They taught her neither to disguise nor relinquish her principles. She naturally imagined that this was a question on which no one had a right to decide but herself.


Archibald had sprung from obscurity and indigence. The last defect was of slight importance in the apprehension of the Butlers. An objection on this ground alone had never been made. A noble descent would have expiated every fault, but that of baseness and profligacy. Without this requisite no merit would suffice. That which was of greatest moment in the eyes of her friends, was of least, or rather was of no moment at all in those of the lady. She vindicated her choice with simplicity and mildness, and not with the zeal of one, the gratification of whose wishes depends on the success of her arguments in inspiring conviction; but with the collectedness of one who is merely desirous of evincing the propriety of a step that is inevitable. She did not suffer debate and opposition to ruffle her temper, or destroy her tranquility.


Her parents finding arguments ineffectual, deemed themselves justified, in order to obviate an evil of such magnitude, in resorting to force. All intercourse between the lovers was prohibited. She was condemned to a rigorous confinement. Her constancy, however, was not to be shaken: She reserved herself for better times: She yielded to personal restraints, because it was in vain to resist them; but she retained the freedom of her mind. She was insensible to menaces and persuasions; denied every parental claim, and the obligations of filial duty. She could by no means be induced to part with the independence of a reasonable being.


The behaviour of Archibald was, in many respects, a contrast to that of the lady. They with equal clearness perceived the injustice of those pretensions of her family; with equal strenuousness they refused to be controlled by them; but, while the latter displayed all the calmness of fortitude, the former was tormented by impatience and resentment.


The friends of Archibald endeavoured to persuade him to make a voyage to the West Indies. There being no room to hope for a change in the determinations of the lady's family, this expedient was chosen as most likely to dissolve a connection which, while it lasted, could only be productive of mutual distress. But it could hardly be expected that Archibald would admit the reasonableness of such ideas, or be induced by such arguments, to embrace this proposal. Many endeavours were made to vanquish the reluctance which he entertained for this scheme. None of them succeeded, till at length, the lady herself became its advocate.


She was fully acquainted with the character of her lover. His absence appeared to her to be desirable, as furnishing a useful trial to his constancy, as well as allowing scope to her own exertions to remove those obstacles to their union, which the prejudices of her family created. When every conceivable expedient has failed, time, alone, may work the most happy revolutions. She was not inclined to despair of the efficacy of perseverance and sincerity, in any cause. Here indeed they had hitherto been tried in vain; but great and unexpected changes in the temper and views of those around her might take place in the lapse of a year: meanwhile the presence of her lover tended only to exasperate their evil passions, and retard the event which they both so much desired. Influenced by these considerations she exerted herself to overcome his aversion to this voyage, and after many delays and struggles on his part, she at length effected her end.


The scheme, however plausible, proved unfortunate. The family after exhausting the obvious expedients, resorted to more attrocious ones. The longer we pursue a favourite end, the more enamoured we become of it, and the less scrupulous we are about the means that we use. The strictness of our morality relaxes while we mistake the instigations of passion for the enlargement of knowledge. I shall not dwell on the progress of their minds from a state in which, that which they finally embraced with eagerness, would have been rejected with horror. A plan was devised of deceiving the lady into an opinion that her lover was false; that he had made his address to a lady in the island to which he had gone, and was on the point of marriage.


Her sagacity was equal to her fortitude; but the craft with which she had to contend was consummate. Suspicion had not put her on her guard against that degree of depravity, to whose machinations it was her lot to be exposed. She was deceived, and at the same moment she was forsaken by the fortitude which had hitherto accompanied her.


A young man, to whom none of the objections made against Archibald were incident, had applied for the lady's favour, previously to her acquaintance with the latter. He was well-born and opulent, young and elegant in his figure and deportment, and intimately allied to the family. He entitled himself to the friendship of Miss Butler, but could not gain her affections.


The family approved of this match; but, partly from a sense of justice, and partly from a persuasion that time and the lover's assiduities would ultimately prevail, allowed her to be governed in this respect by her own inclination. On the claims of Archibald, however, they altered their measures, and were no less anxious to prevail with her to discard Archibald than to accept his competitor. To neither proposal would she give any countenance; but whatever she should determine with respect to the former, she was irreconcilably averse to the latter. The belief of the inconstancy of Archibald seemed to have wrought a total revolution in her sentiments; but her secret resolutions were widely different from those with which she allowed her family to flatter themselves, as the fruits of their schemes.


Misfortune had changed a being of no common excellence into one capable of harbouring the most dreadful purposes. Though it be the property of injustice to propagate itself, to make its subjects not only miserable, but vicious, it would not be easy to account for the change that now took place in the mind of this lady. That she should start out into no excesses of anger or grief on hearing of her lover's perfidy; that she should sustain this disappointment of her hopes, with unwavering magnanimity, was to be expected from the tenor of her former life, and the principles she had so steadily avowed; but it was not easy to comprehend how she could reconcile, at least so suddenly, her mind to an union with his rival.


These reflections did not hinder her family from eagerly profiting by this compliance, and making immediate preparations for the nuptials. The interval had passed without any thing to cloud their prospect. Every hour produced new tokens of the entire satisfaction with which the lady adopted her new measures. On the evening preceding the appointed day, she parted with her mother with every appearance of happiness and good humour. The morning arrived. She delayed her departure from her chamber beyond her customary hour. Her parent went thither to discover the reason and found her, not asleep, but dead.


Whether some sudden or unforeseen stroke had overtaken her; or, whether she was the author of her own death could never be certainly determined. On the whole the latter opinion was most probable.


It is remarkable that an event which the lady's parents had imposed upon their child, without believing it themselves, had really taken place. Absence had produced the usual effect upon the lover. He had seen a new object which had quickly supplanted the old. His ingenuity furnished an opiate to his conscience. He laid his heart at the feet of the new mistress; the present was accepted; she gave her own in return; and a distant day was assigned for ratifying the exchange: before it arrived, however, tidings reached him, by what means I shall not mention, of the fate of the Irish lady; of her voluntary death in consequence of the belief of his inconstancy. Of the groundlessness of this belief, and of the means by which it had been produced, he was wholly ignorant. As his inconstancy was real, he supposed she was apprized of no more than the truth.


The effect of this information may be easily conceived. He broke off his present connection, and immediately embarked for Europe. He arrived at Cork, and without delay procured an interview with the lady's family. His purpose was to obtain their assent to a proposal sufficiently singular - It was no other than that the vault, in which the body had been interred, should be opened, and himself permitted to take a last view of the corpse. He urged his demand with the energy of frenzy, and at length succeeded.


The solemn period of midnight was selected. The vault was opened in the presence of the desperate lover and some of the family of the deceased. They descended the stair-case: I shudder to describe the object that saluted their sight. They beheld the lady, not decently reposing in her coffin, and shrouded with a snow-whtte mantle, but, - naked, ghastly, stretched on the floor at the foot of the stair-case, with indubitable tokens of having died, a second time, a victim to terror and famine.


It is not to be wondered at, that a spectacle like this plunged the unhappy lover into a frenzy the most outrageous. He was torn from the spot and speedily delivered to the care of his friends.












A. Z.
5.

PORTRAIT OF AN EMIGRANT.
EXTRACTED FROM A LETTER.


I called,
 as you desired, on Mrs. K----- . We had considerable conversation. Knowing, as you do, my character and her's, you may be somewhat inquisitive as to the subject of our conversation. You may readily suppose that my inquiries were limited to domestic and every-day incidents. The state of her own family, and her servants and children being discussed, I proceeded to inquire into the condition of her neighbours. It is not in large cities as it is in villages. Those whose education does not enable and accustom them to look abroad, to investigate the character and actions of beings of a distant age and country, are generally attentive to what is passing under their own eye. Mrs. K----- never reads, not even a newspaper. She is unacquainted with what happened before she was born. She is equally a stranger to the events that are passing in distant nations, and to those which ingross  the attention and shake the passions  of the statesmen and politicians of her own country; but her mind, nevertheless, is far from being torpid or inactive. She speculates curiously  and even justly on the objects that occur within her narrow sphere.


Were she the inhabitant of a village, she would be mistress of the history and character of every family within its precincts; but being in a large city,*  her kowledge is confined chiefly to her immediate neighbours; to those who occupy the house on each side and opposite. I will not stop to inquire into the reason of this difference in the manners of villagers and citizens. The fact has often been remarked, though seldom satisfactorily explained. I shall merely repeat the dialogue which took place on my inquiry into the state of the family inhabiting the house on the right hand and next to her's. 


"M'Culey," said she, "who used to live there, is gone."


"Indeed! and who has taken his place?"


"A Frenchman  and his wife. His wife, I suppose her to be, though he is a man of fair complexion, well formed, and of genteel appearance; and the woman is half negro.  I suppose they would call her a mestee. They came last winter from the West-Indies, and miserably poor I believe; for when they came into this house they had scarcely any furniture besides a bed, and a chair or two, and a pine table. They shut up the lower rooms, and lived altogether in the two rooms in the second story."


"Of whom does the family consist?"


"The man and woman, and a young girl, whom I first took for their daughter, but I afterwards found she was an orphan child, whom, shortly after their coming here, they found wandering in the streets; and, though poor enough themselves, took her under their care."


"How do they support themselves?"


"The man is employed in the compting-house of a French merchant of this city. What is the  exact sort of employment, I do not know, but it allows him to spend a great deal of his time at home. The woman is an actress in Lailson's pantomimes. In the winter she scarcely ever went out in the day-time, but now that the weather is mild and good she walks out a great deal."


"Can you describe their mode of life, what they eat and drink, and how they 

*   Philadelphia

spend their time?"


"I believe I can. Most that they do can be seen from our windows and yard, and all that they say can be heard. In the morning every thing is still till about ten o'clock. Till that hour they lie a-bed. The first sign that they exist, is given by the man, who comes half dressed, to the back window; and lolling out of it, smokes two or three segars, and sometimes talks to a dog that lies on the out-side of the kitchen door. After sometime passed in this manner he goes into the room over the kitchen, takes a loaf of bread from the closet, and pours out a tumbler of wine; with these he returns to the front room, but begins as soon as he has hold of them, to gnaw at one and sip from the other. This constitutes their breakfast. In half an hour they both re-appear  at the window. They throw out crums of bread to the dog, who stands below with open mouth to receive it; and talk sometimes to him and sometimes to each other. Their tongues run incessantly; frequently they talk together in the loudest and shrillest tone imaginable. I thought, at first, they were quarrelsome; but every now and then they burst into laughter, and it was plain that they were in perfect good humour with each other.


"About twelve o'clock the man is dressed, and goes out upon his business. He returns at three. In the mean time the lady employs herself in wash ing every part of her body, and putting on a muslin dress, perfectly brilliant and clean. Then she either lolls at the window, and sings without intermission, or plays on a guitar. She is certainly a capital performer and singer. No attention is paid to house or furniture. As to rubbing tables, and sweeping and washing floors, these are never thought of. Their house is in a sad condition, but she spares no pains to make her person and dress clean.


"The man has scarcely entered the house, when he is followed by a black fellow, with bare head and shirt tucked up at his elbows, carrying on his head a tray covered with a white napkin. This is their dinner, and is brought from Simonet's. After dinner the man takes his flute, on which he is very skilful; and the woman either sings or plays in concert till evening approaches: some visitants then arrive, and they all go out together to walk. We hear no more of them till next morning."


"What becomes of the girl all this time?"


"She eats, sings, dresses, and walks with them. She often comes into our house, generally at meal times; if she spies any thing she likes, she never conceals her approbation. '0 my, how good dat  must be! Me wish me had some: will you gif me some?' She is a pretty harmless little thing, and one cannot refuse what she asks.


"Next day after they came into this house, the girl, in the morning, while our servant was preparing breakfast, entered the kitchen - '0 my!' said she to me, 'what you call dem  tings?' 


'Buckwheat cakes.'


'Ahah!  buckawit cake! 0 my! how good dey  must be! Me likes -- will you give me one?'


"Next morning she came again, and we happened to be making muffins. '0 my!' cried she, 'you be always baking and baking! What you call dem dere ?


'Muffins.'


'Mofeen? 0 my! me wish for some, me do.'


"Afterwards she was pretty regular in her visits. She was modest, notwithstanding; and, seeming to be half-starved, we gave her entertainment as often as she claimed it."


"Are not these people very happy?"


"Very happy. When together they are for ever chattering and laughing, or playing and singing in concert. How the man is employed when separate we do not certainly know; but the woman, it seems, is continually singing, and her hands, if not employed in adorning her own person, are playing the guitar. I am apt to think the French are the only people that know how to live. These people, though exiles and strangers, and subsisting on scanty and precarious funds, move on smoothly and at ease. Household cares they know not. They breakfast upon bread and wine, without the ceremony of laying table, and arranging platters and cups. From the trouble of watching and directing servants they are equally exempt. Their cookery is performed abroad. Their clothes are washed in the same way. The lady knows no manual employment but the grateful one of purifying and embellishing her own person. The intervals are consumed in the highest as well as purest sensual enjoyments, in music, in which she appears to be an adept, and of which she is passionately enamoured. When the air is serene and bland, she repairs to the public walks, with muslin handkerchief in one hand, and parti-coloured parasol in the other. She is always accompanied by men anxious to please her, busy in supplying her with amusing topics, and listening with complacency and applause to her gay effusions and her ceaseless volubility.


"I have since taken some pains to discover the real situation of this family. I find that the lady was the heiress of a large estate in St. Domingo, that she spent her youth in France, where she received a polished education, and where she married her present companion, who was then in possession of rank and fortune, but whom the revolution has reduced to indigence. The insurrection in St. Domingo destroyed their property in that island. They escaped with difficulty to these shores in 1793, and have since subsisted in various modes and places, frequently pinched by extreme poverty, and sometimes obliged to solicit public charity; but retaining, in every fortune, and undiminished, their propensity to talk, laugh and sing - their flute and their guitar."


Nothing is more ambiguous than the motives that stimulate men to action. These people's enjoyments are unquestionably great. They are innocent: they are compatible, at least, with probity and wisdom, if they are not the immediate fruits of it. Constitutional gaiety may account for these appearances; but as they may flow, in one case, from the absence of reflection and foresight, they may likewise, in another instance, be the product of justice and benevolence.


It is our duty to make the best of our condition; to snatch the good that is within our reach, and to nourish no repinings on account of what is unattainable. The gratifications of sense, of conjugal union, and of social intercourse, are among the highest in the scale; and these are as much in the possession of de Lisle and his wife, as of the most opulent and luxuriant members of the community.


As to mean habitation and scanty furniture, their temper or their reason enables them to look upon these things as trifles. They are not among those who witnessed their former prosperity, and their friends and associates are unfortunate like themselves. Instead of humiliation and contempt, adversity has probably given birth to sympathy and mutual respect.


His profession is not laborious; and her's, though not respectable according to our notions, is easy and amusing. Her life scarcely produces any intermission of recreation and enjoyment. Few instances of more unmingled and uninterrupted felicity can be found; and yet these people have endured, and continue to endure, most of the evils which the imagination is accustomed to regard with most horror; and which would create ceaseless anguish in beings fashioned on the model of my character, or of yours. Let you and I grow wise by the contemplation of their example. 

                                                                                                                            B.

6.

DEATH OF CICERO,
A FRAGMENT.

TIRO TO ATTICUS.

The
 task of relating the last events in the life of my beloved master has fallen upon me. His last words reminded me of the obligation, which I had long since assumed, of conveying to his Atticus a faithful account of his death. Having performed this task, life will cease to be any longer of value.

Having parted with his brother, he went on board a vessel which lay at anchor in the road. The master was a Cyprian, ignorant of the Roman language; a stupid and illiterate sailor, whose provincial jargon was luckily understood and spoken by Chlorus, who was by birth a Cnidian. He served us as interpreter.

He was a stranger to the affairs of Italy, and his knowledge was so extremely limited, that he had never heard even the name of my master. This ignorance we were careful not to remove; and finding him unengaged, and merely waiting till some one should offer him a cargo, I tendered him a large sum if he would set sail immediately. This incident determined our course. No great deviation from his usual route was necessary to carry us to Tarsus, and there my master would not only be under the protection of Cassius, but in the midst of his Cilician clients. His ancient subjects would not fail to receive, with joy and gratitude, a patron from whom they had received so many benefits, and in case of any adverse fortune, their mountains would afford him concealment and security.

The vessel was small and crazy. It afforded wretched accommodation, but it behoved us to submit to every inconvenience, and to console ourselves  with the hopes that the voyage would be short. We had scarcely got on board, however, and made our bargain with the master when the wind, which had lately been propitious, changed to the south-east, and with this wind, the master declared it impossible to move from our present station.

This was an untoward event. Our safety depended upon the expedition with which we should fly from the shores of Italy. Our foot-steps would be diligently traced, and another hour might bring the blood-hounds within view.

One expedient was obvious. The search might be eluded, or, at least prolonged, by leaving this spot. It was possible to move by the help of oars along the coast. Further south, the country near the sea was still more desolate and woody than here, and we might be concealed in some obscure and unfrequented bay, till the wind should once more become favourable.

Additional rewards and promises induced the captain to adopt this scheme. The wind and the turbulence of the waves increased. My master had always an antipathy to voyages by sea, owing, probably, to the deadly sickness, with which the tossing of the billows never failed to afflict him. This sickness speedily came on, and added to the pent-up air, filthiness and inconvenience of the ship, plunged him into new impatience and dejection. He frequently declared his resolution to go on shore, and offer to his enemies a life which was a burden to him, and relinquished his design not till I had employed the most pathetic and vehement remonstrances.

We had not gone two leagues before night came on. This for a time suspended our toils. We came to anchor near the shore, and being somewhat sheltered from the wind, by the direction of the shore, the sea became more calm, and my master's sickness disappeared. Still he was unwilling to pass the night on board t he vessel, and ordered us to land.

This proceeding was imminently dangerous. I endeavoured to convince him of this danger. The town of Circoeum was two or three miles distant, but the huts of which it consisted
 would afford him accommodation little better than that which the ship afforded. He would unavoidably be recognized by the inhabitants, and if they had not yet heard of the proscription, his appearance among them would lead them to suspect the truth, and what reliance could be placed upon their fidelity? This town might contain some tenant or retainer of Caesar, or it might at this moment be visited by themessengers of Anthony, at least, his appearance there would shortly be known, and would afford to his pursuers a new clue, by which they may be aided in their search. The same hazards would accompany his entrance into any of the neighbouring farm-houses.

These reasonings made him give up his resolution of going to Circoeum, but he retained his determination to land. If he should pass the night in the open air, though the ground was covered with snow, it was better than to breathe the poisonous atmosphere of the ship, and remain cooped up with the Cyprian and his crew.

Since he would not give up this design, I endeavoured to find reasons for approving
 it. One danger against which
 it was needful to provide, was the suspicion of the sailors. The grief and dejection of my master, our impatience to be gone from Italy, and the secret and abrupt manner of our embarkation, could not but excite their notice and make them busy at conjecture. They would be still more at a loss to conceive why, when a town was to be near, we should prefer to spend the night on board their vessel, and the shelter of a tree or a rock, with the fire which might easily be kindled, were, in truth, not less safe or commodious than continuance in the ship. Preparations, were, therefore, made to land.

My caution led me to go on shore before him, that any danger which impended might be seasonably descried. Wandering over the strand, a small hut was discovered which appeared to have been formerly inhabited by fishermen. This was a season when the net was idle, and this hut was therefore deserted. The walls and roof were broken, but a good fire might render it tenable for a few hours. Here my master consented to repose himself.

The ground within the hut, as well as without, was covered with snow. This was removed and a kind of bed of withered sticks and dried leaves was provided for him. On this he lay down, and the servants seated themselves around him. He did not endeavour to sleep, but supporting his head upon his elbow, and fixing his eyes, in a thoughtful mood, upon the fire, he delivered himself up to meditation. A pause of general and mournful silence ensued.

Every one's eyes were fixed upon those venerable features. To behold one, so illustrious, one that had so lately governed the destinies of mankind, seated on the pinnacle of human greatness, and encompassed with all the goods of fortune, thus reduced to the condition of a fugitive and out-law, stretched upon the bare earth, in this wretched hovel, affected all of us alike. Every bosom seemed to swell with the same sentiment, and required the relief of tears. Chlorus set us the example of this weakness, and not one of us but sobbed aloud.

His attention was recalled by this sound. He lifted his head, and looked upon us by turns with an air of inexpressible benignity. My friends, said he, at length, be not discomposed. My life has been sufficiently long, since I have lived to reap the rewards of virtue. Those evils must indeed be great, which would not be compensated by these proofs of your affection. I need extort from you no other testimony of the equity and kindness of treatment of you, than the fidelity and tenderness with which you have adhered to me in my distress. This is a consolation of which it is not in the power of the tyrants to bereave me. Let their executioners come: I am willing to die.

These words only heightened the emotions which they were intended to suppress. I desired for my own sake, to change or to terminate this scene, and to reflect that my duty forbade me to sit here in inactivity, when surrounded by so many dangers. None of us had eaten a morsel since we left Astura.  Our master was too much absorbed in reflections connected with his fallen fortunes, to think of food. It was our duty to contend with his indifference or aversion, in this respect, as well as to supply our exhausted strength, and prepare for the hardships which we were yet to endure.

I determined, therefore, to go, with two or three companions, to Circoeum and purchase necessaries, as well as ascertain what danger was to be dreaded from this quarter. My master was careless of necessity or danger, and the task of consulting and deciding for the welfare of himself and his servants, had entirely devolved upon me. This charge, it behoved me to perform with circumspection and zeal.

We set out, and crossing an angle of the forest, quickly reached the village. The utmost caution was necessary to be used, since many of the servants of Cicero, and particularly myself, were nearly as well known, especially in this district, as our lord. Chlorus was least liable to be detected, in consequence of having spent the greater part of his life at the Cuman Villa. He might be effectually disguised, likewise, by mimicking the accents of a Cyprian sailor, and pretending that he came from the vessel. Chlorus went forward, while I and Sura  remained at a distance, awaiting his return. He came back in a short time, and with some tokens of alarm. He had crept into a tavern, and after purchasing some bread and dried fruits, had joined a knot of persons who were earnestly engaged in conversation in the portico. One appeared to be a stranger, who had just arrived, and was telling his news to the rest. The coalition of the tyrants was the theme of his discourse.  Poedius, the consul, was said to be included in the sentence of proscription, and a tumult was affirmed to have been raised, on this account, in the city. The populace had aided the magistrate in arresting the emissaries
 from the armies, and the senate had created Poedius  dictator.

After listening some time, Chlorus ventured to slide into the company, and inquired, in his broken Latin, of what proscription they were talking. The traveller repeated his news with great vivacity, and mentioned, among a thousand incredible circumstances, that the army of Brutus had revolted, and that diligent search was making for the Ciceros.  He had just passed near Astura,  and was told that a troop had been there, hunting for the fugitives, and fi nding them to have lately fled, they had dispersed themselves over the country, and he was sure they could not escape. Hearing this, Chlorus withdrew, and hastened to communicate his tidings to me.

The revolt of the Macedonian army was sufficiently probable. This was mournful news, but it shewed  with new force the propriety of taking refuge in Asia, rather than in Greece. The last tale was no less
 probable, and convinced us that no time was to be lost in leaving this fatal shore.

To leave it, however, was not in our power. The present state of the wind imprisoned us in this spot. To change it for another would merely multiply our perils. Here we must remain till it should please Jove to give us a prosperous gale, or till our enemies should trace us to our covert. It only remained for us to hasten back to the hut, and defend our master at the expense of our own lives.

We returned. No interruption or intrusion had been experienced during our absence. On entering the hovel, I found my master in profound sleep. His features were tranquil and placid, and his anxieties were, for a while, entirely forgotten. The bread and fruits we had brought were shared among our companions, and we continued to watch during the night.

Anxious attention was paid to the state of the air, and fruitless wishes and repinings were whispered by one to another. The morning light returned. The enemy was still distant, but the sky was as untoward as ever.

At length, my master awoke of his own accord. After noticing the day-light, and recollecting his situation, he turned to me, and said: Well, my dear Tiro,  what is now to be done? I will tell thee what; we will go on board; the Cyprian shall ply his oars and carry us to Formia,   and there will I wait for my  release.

He noticed the down-cast eyes and mournful looks, which these words occasioned. No one seemed inclined to move to such a purpose. He looked around him, and continued in the same tone;
 What else, my friends, would you purpose to be done? How unworthy of the saviour of Rome and of Italy is it to be thus clinging to a wretched life, and skulking from ungrateful foes, among rocks and woods? No: I have done my part: All that remains is to die with firmness and with dignity.

Hitherto, I have been the fool of passion and inconstancy. My purposes have wavered from day to day, but it is time to shake off this irresolution and trample on this cowardice. I am now resolved, and will be gone to Formia  this moment.

With these words he rose from the ground, and put on an air of sternness and command, which left me no power to expostulate. We obeyed him in silence, and once more put ourselves on board the vessel. The crew were still asleep, but being roused by our arrival, were prevailed upon to row along the shore towards Formia.

My master seemed to have retreived his wonted tranquillity, in consequence of having formed his ultimate resolution. He was still, for the most part, wrapt  in meditation. He forebore to converse with me, but sat upon the deck, with his eyes fixed upon the water, which was now less turbulent than on the former day, and did not occasion sickness.

My own thoughts were occupied in devising some means of escape. We were now approaching Sicily, and it was possible that some conveyance could be gained to that island. This however must be found after our arrival at Formia, for beyond this the Cyprian refused to go, under pretence, which indeed, was probably true, of being unacquainted with the coast. Neither was I totally without hope that the wind would suddenly change, and permit us to leave the coast. On this event, I did not fear to obtain Cicero's concurrence, with a scheme so conducive to his safety. To despair of himself or the republic while the seas were open, and while Cassius was in arms, and furnished with the wealth of all the Asiatic provinces, was unworthy of his understanding and his virtue.

His purpose to go to any one of his villas was pregnant with danger. These places would be searched, by his enemies. As long as he remained in Italy, it was expedient to conceal himself in unsuspected corners. Could not such be found, where he might remain unmolested for years.

I now reflected that Formia being situated within a mile of the sea, might be the best asylum to which he could betake himself. A ship might be provided, ready to profit by the first wind, to sail away to Sicily, while, in the mean time, my master might be effectually secreted in some part of his dominion. The subterranean vaults, constructed to preserve wine and other provisions, on this estate, might afford him concealment till the opportunity of escape should offer.

While brooding over these images, we came in sight of Formia. It was now time to mention to him this scheme
. He received it with disapprobation -- I am too old, said he, to undergo once more the hardships and hazards of a camp. I have witnessed long enough the ingratitude and perfidy of mankind. I am tired of the spectacle, and am determined to close my eyes upon it forever.

It shall never be said, that Marcus Cicero fled from the presence of tyrants, that he saved the miserable remnant of his old age, by making himself an exile from his country. I tell thee, Tiro,  I am too old to become the sport of fortune, and the follower of armies. Cassius and Brutus are young, they are inured
 to war; it is their element. They fight for liberty and glory, which their age will permit them to enjoy for many years to come; but as to me, I have reached the verge of the grave already, and should I elude my enemies, and reach Rhodes or Tarsus in safety, I should only have reserved myself for a speedy and ignoble death. No: Here shall be the end of my wanderings.

I will go to my house. I will pass my time without anxiety or fear. When the executioners of Antony arrive, they will find their victim prepared. My resolution,
 continued he
 with some impatience, is taken. It is to no purpose to harass me with arguments and remonstrances, for I shall never swerve from it.

I was not totally discouraged
 by these declarations. I confided in my power to vanquish this resolution, as soon as the means of escape should be provided. Till then it was indeed useless to contend with his despair. His imagination saw nothing but cowardice and degradation, in hiding himself in vaults and pits. That he who was so long at the head of the Roman state, should seek his safety in shifts and stratagems like these, was ignominious and detestable. Death was not so terrible that it should be shunned, life was not so dear that it should be preserved at this price.

He proceeded to his house with an air of fearlessness and confidence. It was far from certain, that it was not occupied already by assassins, expecting and waiting his approach; of this, however, he testified no apprehension. As soon as he entered the porch, his arrival was rumoured through the building, and his servants hurried from all quarters to welcome him. Their looks betrayed anxiety as well as joy. It was easy to perceive that they were not unapprised  of the dangers which encompassed their master, and that his appearance among them had been unexpected. He greeted and smiled upon each, and then retired to his chamber, whither he would not allow any one to follow him.

It was now time to adopt those measures on which my thoughts had been engaged. As soon as I parted from my master, I took Glauco  the steward aside. I told him what had lately happened, and what I now designed to do, and desired his assistance to procure a vessel which might carry us without delay to Sicily.

I found that there was need of the utmost expedition, for Glauco informed me that, not many hours before, a troop of twenty horse-men, had come hither. They rode furiously into the court, and without inquiry or permission, rushed into the house. They entered every apartment, and not finding their victim, indulged their resentment in imprecations on the upstart of Arpinum, and in striking their swords against the furniture and pictures.Two busts, of Brutus and Ahala,  which stood in the library, they overturned upon the pavement.

The servants, affrighted at the stern and sullen visages of these intruders, fled from their presence. After lingering for some time in the house, they mounted their horses and disappeared.

These tidings shewed  me the magnitude and nearness of the danger. Not a moment should be wasted in deliberation or uncertainty. It was possible that the assassins might not speedily return, and the interval was to be employed in procuring the means of flight. The sea was to be crossed, and Cajeta was a league distant. At Cajeta only was it possible to find a vessel, suited to our purpose.

I now called some of the most faithful servants together, and charged them to guard the safety of their master, till Glauco and I should return, which should be in less than an hour. We were going, I told them, to Cajeta, in hopes of finding some immediate conveyance from this shore, and would return with the utmost expedition.

We set out, selecting the fleetest horses to carry us. Three barks were seen in the bay, Glauco imagined that he saw on one the stern and beak which is peculiar to Sicily. To this we immediately transported ourselves. Happily his penetration had not been deceived, and the Sicilian readily consented to take us on board, and proceed immediately to Sicily.

By exerting themselves with energy, they might bring the vessel in a short time to the shore nearest to my master's house. This was better than to bring him to Cajeta, where it would be impossible for him to escape observation, and to which he could come only by a public road, thronged and obstructed with passengers.

I left Glauco on board the vessel, to hasten the motions of the sailors and to direct them to the proper place. Meanwhile, I mounted my horse and rode back to Formia. The vessel would be ready to receive us by the time that we should reach the shore.

The domestics, whom I had posted in the atrium, were still assembled and received me with joy, but one event had taken place in my absence which filled me with foreboding and anxiety. A slave who wrought in the fields, who formerly belonged to the Cornelian family, and whose temper was remarkably perverse and malignant, had withdrawn himself immediately after my master's arrival. Glauco had frequently complained of the turbulent and worthless character of this slave, and had exhorted Cicero to part with him. In the multiplicity of more momentous concerns this affair had been overlooked by my master, and he still continued in the family.

It was now suggested to me that he had gone in order to recall the soldiers, and to avenge himself in this manner, for the punishments which his refractory and rebellious conduct had frequently incurred. This new danger was an additional incitement to my diligence. I went to my master's chamber and found him asleep. This was no time to be scrupulous or tardy, I awakened him.

On recovering his recollection, and finding me beside him, with every mark of trepidation and dismay, and silent, from my uncertainty in what manner to address him, he suspected that I brought fatal tidings. He looked at me without emotion, and said:

How is it with thee, my Tiro?  With me, all is well. I have slept soundly, and am prepared to meet the worst. Thou wouldst tell me that they are coming. I rejoice to hear it: the sooner they arrive and execute the will of Anthony and his Octavius, the better.

Saying this, he half rose from the couch, and stretching his feet towards the stove, he continued: Thanks to Jove, that, at a time like this, nothing but my feet are cold. I have done with hope and with fear, and Caesar's ministers shall find that my heart's blood has lost none of its warmth. He may deface and mangle this frame, but my spirit shall be found invincible.

I could no longer forbear, but while the tears flowed down my cheeks, I pulled him by the arm towards the door, and exclaimed: We have found a vessel that will carry us to Sicily. She lies at this moment near the shore ready to receive us. Hasten, I beseech you, beyond the reach of the tyrants. Why would you glut the vengeance of Anthony, and not rather live to raise up the republic?

He shook his head, and resisting my efforts: It is too late, said he: I never can die in a fitter season and place than the present, and hence I will not move.

0! Heaven! Does Cicero love his enemies better than his friends? Is he willing to sacrifice his country to parricides and traitors? Shall he seek death because, while he lives, liberty is not extinguished; because the triumph of the wicked can only be completed by his death?

Has Antony merited so well at your hands, that you are willing to die, that his ambition may be fully gratified? Is this the issue of your warfare? After contending with his treason so long, do you now fall of your own accord at his feet, put the poniard in his hand and call upon him to strike? Thus will mankind regard your conduct when the means of escape are offered you, when the arms and treasures of Sicily and Greece and Asia are ready to be put into your hand, you reject the gift, you abandon the cause of your country, of liberty, of your friends; you invite infamous assassins to your bosom; you die at the moment when your life is of most value to mankind, and nothing but your death is wanting to ensure the destruction of Rome.

0! let it not be said that in his last hours, Marcus Cicero was a recreant and coward. That so illustrious a life was closed with infamy, that his eulogies on liberty, his efforts for the salvation of Rome, the claims of gratitude and friendship were forgotten or despised. That mankind called on their deliverer, that armies and provinces were offered to be employed by him in the rescue of his country, and the ruin of tyrants, in vain.

The road is open and direct, there is nothing to create momentary hindrance or delay. In a few hours, he may laugh at the impotent resentment of Antony; and arm himself to punish the ingratitude and perfidy of Caesar -- But no, he will thrust himself within their grasp; he will patiently wait till their assassins have leisure to execute their sentence; he will beg them to except his homage, and since his death is indispensable to their success, he will stretch out his neck to receive it.

Perceiving that my master's resolution began to falter,
 I redoubled my remonstrances, I called up the images of his brother, his son and his nephew, of Cassius and Brutus and Pompeius. I painted the effect which the tidings of his death would produce in them; their transports of grief awakened not so much by the injury redounding to the common cause, as by the infatuation and folly to which his death must be ascribed. With their humiliation and terror, I contrasted the exultation of his enemies, to whose malice he was thus making himself a voluntary victim. What indignities would not be heaped upon his lifeless remains! How would Fulvia and Anthony feast their eyes upon his head, which, torn from the trunk, will be carried to their toilets, and how will the folly of inviting their revenge and crouching to the stroke of their assassins be made the endless theme of ridicule and mockery?

At this moment, the servants entered the chamber with a litter. I had given previous directions to this effect. I had resolved if persuasion should prove inefficacious, to carry him away by force. One of the bearers was Chlorus, whose looks betokened the deepest consternation, and by his eyes and gestures besought me to use dispatch. I made a sign to the attendants, who approached their master with diffidence and reverence and prepared to remove him from his couch to the litter.

I renewed my supplications and remonstrances, to which he listened in silence, and though his looks testified reluctance and perplexity, he made no resistance. He was placed in the litter. I led the way into the garden. Chlorus had now an opportunity to whisper me that the soldiers had scented their prey anew and were hastening to the house. This intelligence induced me to strike into an obscure path which led through a wood and to quicken the pace of my companions.

The litter was surrounded by sixteen domestics well armed. They were all faithful to their trust. Most of them were grey with age, but vigorous and resolute. All of them had been, during many years, personal attendants on their lord, and were eager to shed their blood in his defence; I was not without hope that should we be overtaken and attacked, such resistance might be made, as, at least, to secure the retreat of my master to the shore.

We had now accomplished half the journey, and were inspired with new confidence in our good fortune. Turning an angle, however, a band of men appeared in sight. They discovered us in a moment, and shouting aloud, made towards us with the utmost expedition. There was now room but for one choice. Fly, said I, to those that bore the litter, fly with your burden to the shore and leave us to contend with these miscreants.

The enemy had been discovered by my master as soon as by us. He now raised himself up, and exclaimed in a tone of irresistable authority; No: I charge you stir not a step. Set down the litter and await their coming. Put up your swords, continued he, turning to the rest, who had, in imitation of my example,
 unsheathed their weapons: Put up your swords. By the duty which you owe me, I command you to forbear.

With whatever sternness these commands were delivered, they would not have made me hesitate or faulter. I was prepared to conduct myself, not agreeable to his directions, but to the exigencies of the time; I was willing to preserve his life even at the hazard of offending him beyond forgiveness;  but my companions were endowed with less firmness.

Go on, said I, to the bearers, heed not the words of a desperate man. It is your duty to save him, though you forfeit your lives by your disobedience - They once more stooped to raise up the vehicle, but were again forbidden. What! said he, am I fallen so low as to be trampled on by sla ves?  Desist, this moment! Appalled and confounded by the energy of his accents, they let fall the litter, and stood with their eyes down-cast and motionless.

The delay which this altercation produced, rendered his escape impossible. The veteran and well-accoutred band that was approaching, left us no hope of victory. All that I had meditated, was to retard their progress so long that my master might reach the ship in safety. For this end we were to lay down our own lives, but as long as he continued in this spot all opposition would be fruitless.

To stay and behold violence committed on that venerable head was not in my power. I went forward to meet the assassins. It was not, however, till I had discerned the person of their leader that I had any hopes of diverting them from their design. He was a tribune in the army of Caesar, and his name was Popilius Laenas. 

This man had been formerly accused of murdering his wife's brother. This brother had considerable property to which Laenas expected to succeed, but on some dissention between them, the brother had selected a new heir and Laenas was said to have gratified his vengeance by his death. His wife and children were among his accusers, and there was too much reason to believe the truth of the accusation.

In this extremity he besought Cicero to be his advocate. Laenas had been active in the Clodian tumults, had sided with Milo and the Senate, and had, consequently, promoted the interests of my master. This service was now his plea, and, joined with unwearied importunities, accomplished his end. Cicero was an enthusiast in gratitude, and was not used to scrutinize suspiciously or weigh accurately, this kind of merit. Benefits received from others were, if possible, repaid an hundred fold. He made himself the advocate of a cause, which, without his assistance, would doubtless have been desperate, and Laenas was acquitted. His vows of gratitude and service were unbounded, and now that I discovered him at the head of Caesar's executioners was scarcely credible.

After a moments pause, I advanced towards him, and offered him my hand. He rejected it with scorn and rage, and thrusting me aside, Out of the way, villain, said he, and thank my mercy that you do not share the fate of the traitor you serve.

His followers surrounded me with drawn swords, and looking at the tribune, seemed to wait only for his signal to put me to death. Come on, he cried; Our prize is in view. Cut down every one that opposes, but leave the peaceable
 alone. They left me and hastened towards the litter.'

My eyes followed them instinctintively. Shuddering and a cold dew invaded my limbs. With the life of Cicero, methought, was entwined the existence of Rome. The stroke by which one was severed, would be  no less fatal to the other. It was indeed true that liberty would be
 extinguished by his death, and then only would commence the reign of Anthony, and the servitude of mankind.

Would no effort avail to turn aside the stroke? Should I stand a powerless spectator of the deed? Might I not save myself at least the ignominy and horror of witnessing the fall of my master, by attacking his assassins or falling on my own sword?

These impulses of grief, were repressed by the remembrance of the duties, which his death would leave to be performed by me and of the promises by which I was bound.

During these thoughts my eyes were fixed upon the litter. My master, perceiving the approach of the tribune, held forth his head, as if to facilitate the assassin's office. His posture afforded a distinct view of his countenance, which was more thoughtful and serene than I had seen it during our flight from ......

The eyes of the ruffians sparkled with joy at sight of their victim. They contended which should be foremost in guilt. The domestics, struck with consternation, looked upon each other in silence. The soldiers, full of eagerness to secure the reward which Anthony had promised for the head of his enemy, were too much occupied to speak to each other, or to heed any foreign object.

One blow severed the devoted head! No sooner had it fallen, than the troop set up an horrid shout of exultation. Laenas grasped the hair and threw the head into a large bag, held open by one of his companions for that purpose.

Come, lads, he cried: Post we, with our prize, with all speed to Rome? Anthony will pay us well for this service - So saying, they hastened away with as much expedition as they came.

All passed in a moment. Nothing but the headless trunk, stretched upon the floor of the litter, which floated in blood, remained. I approached the vehicle without being fully conscious of my movements, and gazed upon the mutilated figure. My thoughts were at a stand, as well as my power of utterance suspended. My heart seemed too small to embrace the magnitude of this calamity. It was not a single man who had fallen, or whose violent catastrophe was the theme of everlasting regret. The light of the world was extinguished, and the hopes of human kind brought to an end.

My mind gradually recovered some degree of activity. I mused upon the events that led to this disaster. It seemed as if the most flagitious folly, had given birth to this insupportable evil. Nothing was easier than to have fled to the shore; to have embarked in the Sicilian vessel, and quickly to have moved ourselves beyond the reach of our enemies. At one time, I loaded myself with the most vehement upbraidings: Why did I not exert myself to hinder him from leaving the Cyprian barque? Had we proceeded to Cajeta, without delay, we might have put ourselves on board the Agrigentine, and set danger at defiance. The Cyprian refused to proceed, but menaces would have been successful where rewards had failed. He and his feeble crew, would have easily been mastered by our superior number.

But was not Cicero himself the author of his evil destiny? Irresolute, desponding or perverse, he thwarted or frustrated the measures conducive to his safety. More sensible to the stings of ingratitude and his personal humiliation, than to the claims of his fellow citizens; prone to despair of liberty, though the richest and most populous portion of the empire was still faithful to its cause; though veteran armies and illustrious officers were still ranged under its banners in Sicily, Greece and Asia, he lingered on this fatal shore, and threw himself before the executioner.

There were a thousand recesses on this desolate coast, and caverns in the Apenine, and unsuspected retreats on his own estate, where he might have been effectually concealed, till Cassius and Pompey had restored the republic, till the pursuit of his enemies had slackened, and time and his faithful servants had supplied the means of his escape. Had he even permitted the generous sacrifice which his attendants were zealous to make, and profited by the interval, which their contest with the ruffians would have afforded, to reach the shore; had he looked, with a stern eye, on the tribune and his followers, and rebuked them with the eloquence whose force had been so long irresistable; had he called up the memory of past benefits, and thundered indignation in the ears of the apostate Laenas, who knows but the blood-hounds would have been eluded or baffled, or disarmed of their sanguinary purpose? They were wretches, incited by the lust of gain, void of enmity to Cicero, or love of his oppressors. The bribe with which Anthony had bought their zeal, might have easily been doubled by Cicero, to purchase their connivance at his flight. The hope of promotion in the legions of the east, might have changed them into guardians of our safety, and companions of our voyage. Thus had the magnanimity of Marcus snatched him from worse perils, and kept him from despairing of his life, and his cause, though labouring under a greater weight of years, encompassed by enemies more numerous and more triumphant: lonely, succourless, in chains and immured in a dungeon!

But why do I calumniate the memory of Cicero? Arraign the wisdom of his conduct, and the virtue of his motives? Had he not lived long enough for felicity and usefulness? Was there cowardice or error in refusing to mingle in the tumults of war? In resigning to younger hands, inured
 to military offices, the spear and the shield? Is it more becoming the brave to struggle for life; to preserve the remnant which infirmity and old age had left, than serenely to wait for death, and encounter it with majestic composure? Is it dishonourable to mourn over the triumph of ambition, and the woes of our country? To be impatient of life, when divorced from liberty, and fated to contemplate the ruin of those schemes, on which his powers had incessantly been exercised, and whose purpose was the benefit of mankind?


Yes. The close of thy day was worthy its beginning and its progress.Thou diest with no stain upon thy virtue. The termination of thy course was coeval
 with the ruin of thy country. Thy hand had upheld the fabric of its freedom and its happiness, as long as human force was adequate to that end. It fell, because the seeds of dissolution had arrived at maturity, and the basis and structure were alike dissolved. It fell, and thou was crushed in its ruins.
7.

THE TRIALS OF ARDEN.

New-York, April, 1800.

The
 sympathy of mankind for great sufferers, is the liveliest of their passions. The pity we feel for the victims of guilt, is always allied with abhorrence of the perpetrators, and no condition of our feelings is more vehement than when the reality of the suffering and the guilt being known, we are in doubt and suspence as to the criminal. Where proofs, for and against, are so nicely balanced, that the mind is held in equilibrio, curiosity and conjecture are then supreme, and a compound feeling is produced, which, though not void of considerable pain, has surely a much larger portion of pleasure.


A recent instance has occurred, in which this state of mind was felt by almost every person within the precincts of this city. I confess myself one, on whom the event alluded to, possessed an irresistable
 influence. Curiosity and sympathy, for a time, engrossed my soul. You will not, then, be surprised, that my discourse frequently lighted on the same theme, and that I partook, eagerly, in every conversation which this mysterious affair produced.


Some time ago, and before the law had pronounced its sentence on the accused, I paid a Sunday visit, as was my custom, when the weather allowed, to an old gentleman now about seventy-five years of age, who resides not fifteen miles from the city. Thirty years of his life have been spent in this retirement. He is infirm, fond of repose, and contented to know what is passing in the world by means of the newspapers and the conversation of his visitants.


He received me as cordially as usual. Common inquiries being made  made and answered, I led the talk to the affair which occupied so large a place in my fancy. He was inquisitive on this head, and, having taken more than ordinary trouble to make myself master of evidence, I was able to tell a tolerably circumstantial story. After I had finished, he commented on it in various ways. At length, after a pause, he said:


'''Tis a strange affair, and stranger from its coincidence with something that took place, on this very island, a long time since. A death, sudden and violent, of a female, well born, young, accomplished. The cases vary indeed. The rank, education and character of the victims were different, but there are surprising coincidences."


"Pray," said I, "when happened the event you speak of? I never heard of it before."


"No, I wonder how you should. You were then unborn, or, at least, in your cradle. A new generation has since started up, and their passions have full employment with what is passing. Here and there an old man, like myself, may be met with, who remembers it, and yet faintly. Relate the circumstances, and perhaps he calls it to mind; and yet, at the time, every heart, every mouth was full of it. Nothing else was thought of or talked about, among all ranks and all ages, not in this city merely, but throughout the colonies; nay, a mutilated story got to Europe, and was inserted in the papers of the day, and no wonder, for it was a distressful case; in every view distressful, to the unhappy girl herself, to her family and friends, who doated  on her, to the unfortunate wretch who incurred suspicions of being the criminal. Of all men his lot was the disastrous, the most intolerable! Such a complicated evil! A mystery so impenetrable, so fatal to the fame, peace and life of one who merited a better fate! It was enough to put me out of conceit with human nature. I have, indeed, been more than half a misanthropist ever since.


"Have you never heard of it? And yet, as I said, no wonder. It happened near forty years ago, and a thousand motives pressed upon the friends of the lost girl, the advantage of burying the story in oblivion."


The curiosity which was thus excited, my friend readily consented to gratify. Your readers will see the propriety of using fictitious names on this occasion. There is no need of hurting the feelings of survivors and though forty years may be expected to have deadened most of the feelings of our nature, and, indeed, to have left alive very few who are personally interested in the story, I think it best to employ this disguise, though, in all other circumstances, I shall carefully adhere to the truth.


"In the year 1763, a person arrived in this city, as he gave out, from Europe. His name was Arden, under thirty years of age, unrecommended, unknown to any one. He became acquainted, by means, not of moment to be mentioned just now, with one with whom I had been intimate from my infancy, and all the secrets of whose heart I was master of. My friend grew much attached to the stranger, took him into his house, found him destitute of visible means of support, and shared with him his confidence. He found him modest, reserved, serious in deportment, endowed with much knowledge of men and of books. In short, Brudenel, that was my friend's name, his wife, and his whole family became extremely attached to him. He let them but little into his past life, but they were not suspicious or inquisitive, and always ready to excuse him from disclosing what, when he chose to disclose, they were always eager to hear.


"He wanted some employment; and a Mr. Finch, a gentleman of large fortune, needing some intelligent person, of humble views and good character to instruct three children in French and Latin, Brudenel proposed theoffice to Arden, who gladly acquiesced; and Finch consented to take him upon this recommendation. He took lodgings a mile or two from town, andwalked in and out every day, during four months of the first winter, during which he discharged his new functions in Mr. Finch's family.


"Mr. Finch had built an house, and laid out grounds on the banks of the Hudson, about nine miles from the city. Hither he intended to retire and pass the rest of his life, and the parties being mutually pleased with each other, Arden agreed to live with him, and continue the superintendance of his children.


"Finch had four children. Three of them were under thirteen, and these were Arden's pupils; the eldest was a daughter, Harriet, about twenty-four, a very lovely girl, on whom her family and friends doated  with excess of fondness. These, with Arden, Mr. Finch, and servants, made up the family.


"Three months after being settled in their new abode, the catastrophe so much deplored took place. It was a mild evening in summer, when, just before sunset, Harriet was observed to leave the house, and stroll as if for recreation along the bank. She disappeared among the trees of a grove at some hundred yards distant. The night came on. Harriet was absent; was sought after, but was no where to be found.


The impatience of the family was somewhat relieved by conjecturing that she had gone to visit a cottage about four miles distant, where lived a good old woman, sick and infirm, to whom she was accustomed to perform some charitable offices. That night passed, and the lady not returning next morning, search was instituted anew, and a message was sent to Mr. Finch, who had been detained for the preceding ten days in town. This new search was for four and twenty hours, unavailing; but at length Harriet was found, covered with some bushes, at the bottom of a grotto, a mile from the mansion house, on the banks of the river, dead!


"This grotto, formed by a recess in the rock, obscure, overgrown with bushes and of difficult access, was almost unknown to the family. Harriet had never mentioned it to others, and was never known to have gone thither. There were marks of violence upon the body, which left no doubt of the nature of her death.


"Who was the guilty man? was the world's immediate inquiry; but conjecture had not long to roam. The assassin, it was impossible to doubt, was Arden.


"That very evening Arden was seen, after dismissing his pupils, to wander forth a few minutes after, and almost on the footsteps of Harriet. He was seen at dusk, by a neighbouring farmer, accidentally passing that way, coming from the thicket which surrounded the rock in which the grotto was hallowed. His gesture and countenance were observed to denote anxiety and fear. His voice, when answering the farmer's "good evening, sir,''  was hurried and faultering
.


"The same appearances were observed on his entering the house. He went to his chamber, and after remaining shut up till nine o'clock, he came out, ordered his horse, and rode away to the city. Early next morning he went to Mr. Finch's lodgings, and, with evident reluctance and embarrassment, informed him of his resolution to leave his service.


"No precise answers were returned to Finch's questions as to the cause of this sudden resolution. He could state nothing in the treatment which he had received, adapted to displease him. He was willing that his design should seem unreasonable and unaccountable, but repelled all Finch's importunities to give up the scheme. Neither would he give him any account of his future motions. He designed directly to leave the city, but whither he should retire, he professed not yet to have resolved. During their interview it was plain that some weight hung heavily on Arden's thoughts, his countenance was troubled, and his accent sorrowful.


"At this conversation was present a young man by name Wingate. The families of Finch and Wingate were very opulent, and, with a spirit very common with the rich at that time, they sought to increase their wealth by an alliance between young Wingate, an only child, and Harriet Finch. Wingate had passed some years in Europe, and was returned expressly to solemnize this marriage.


"The young lady, however, would not consent, much to the surprise and chagrin of her father and lover, who strove, the one by soothing, and the other by authority, to conquer her reluctance; a reluctance to them unaccountable, as they had been designed from their infancy for each other; as they had parted with the mutual belief of their being betrothed, and Harriet had always appeared contented with her destiny.


"The father's suspicions, and the lover's jealousy, naturally imaged to themselves a rival; and the youth, dignified deportment, and mental accomplishments of Arden, could scarcely escape surmises on this occasion. Arden and Harriet had lived, for months, in the same house; the young lady never concealed her respect for the tutor; they were oftener together, under pretence, however, of something to be learned, than rigid discretion would permit.


"They were both interrogated by Mr. Finch. Arden's averments were clear and satisfactory, and laid at rest all doubts of his integrity in the mind of Finch. Harriet was equally explicit in disclaiming any passion contrary to her father's wishes. Not assigning, however, any good reason for breaking off, or postponing the match, she was importuned, without mercy or intermission, to comply. At length this compliance was promised, and all parties were somewhat at ease.


 "Wingate, however, had still reason to complain of coldness in his spouse elect. Her consent to marriage was unattended by any proofs of love, and Wingate soon relapsed into discontent, upbraiding and suspicion. His suspicions, however, had no object; for Harriet, from the time her promise was given, broke off all intercourse with Arden, and carefully shunned private and unwitnessed interviews. Her death happened about a month after this new arrangement, and about a week before the day fixed for her nuptials.


"While Wingate and Finch were comparing their thoughts as to the motives of Arden's behaviour in the last interview in town, a messenger arrived, informing them of Harriet's disappearance. It instantly occurred to Wingate, that Arden and the young lady had eloped together, and while Finch returned home to search anew for his daughter, and to gain intelligence from his household, Wingate was dispatched after Arden.


"Arden was soon found to have embarked, on the river, for Baltimore, whether in company with Harriet was uncertain, till the discovery of her murdered corpse
 in the grotto, when suspicions of elopement were instantly changed into those of murder, and a swift-sailing pilot-boat being hired, and suitable warrants and officers obtained, Arden was pursued, overtaken, and, on the third day, brought back and thrown into prison.


"Arden had held no intercourse or correspondence beyond his employer's family, except with my friend Brudenel. Many letters had passed between them during his residence with Finch, and till the day preceding this catastrophe. The incident I have just mentioned could not fail of deeply affecting my friend. There were other reasons, likewise, why his concern for this man's welfare and reputation should exceed that of any other.


"Brudenel had a mother and a sister, Anna, who lived together, and near him. Arden, as an inmate of his house, was, of course, on terms of familiarity with every part of his own and his wife's family. They were all pleased with his gentleness of manners, his modest demeanour, and the great qualities of his mind. Anna Brudenel, unhappily, allowed herself to be more pleased with him than the rest. In short, to an attentive observer it was plain that she loved him.


"This circumstance gave her brother much disquiet. He felt no reluctance to cultivate the friendship of this man as long as he behaved well, being always at liberty to change his course, as future discoveries respecting him should make it necessary; but to take him, of whom he knew so little, as a brother-in-law, was a very different affair.


"Besides, Arden's treatment of Anna, though respectful and affectionate, had been carefully circumspect, and evinced, as his conversation often did, not only the want of tenderness to her, but a resolution to avoid all matrimonial engagements.


"His sister's"
 happiness, therefore, required him to disclose his thoughts to her, and to show her the nature of her situation. He did not forbid her to love, but he pressed upon her the utility of wariness and circumspection. The obstacles to an alliance with Arden might be insuperable, but it was not wholly improbable that they might, in time, be removed.


"The imputation of so foul a crime, and the consequent danger to Arden's life, roused the hitherto supposed or slumbering emotions of Miss Brudenel, to a pitch of unbounded vehemence. She besought my friend to interfere in his behalf, and would not, for a moment, give up the persuasion of his innocence. She vowed that her future peace, and her life itself, depended on his acquittal from this charge.


"Brudenel
 was far from adopting her opinion as to the innocence of this man. The facts that I have mentioned, amounted to a presumption of guilt which no reasonable person could resist. The matter was incapable of greater certainty, unless he had been detected in the very act. But his opinion, even if it had been favourable, would avail nothing. All the rest of the world were of one opinion. Finch was a doating parent, and Wingate a fond lover. Arden's guilt was indisputable in their eyes. Their abhorrence, therefore, was immeasurable, and their vengeance obdurate. All the world joined them in clamouring for his punishment."


I here interrupted the narrator. "You say Arden corresponded with your friend while living with Finch. Was there nothing in these letters throwing light upon his conduct in this affair?


"There was something in his letters of a very ambiguous cast. They were at first copious, but afterwards became more brief. At all times they bespoke a mind far from being at ease: it was not the disquiet of remorse or of fear neither: it was a secret and unexplained unhappiness that appeared to dictate, and to mix itself with every sentence that he wrote.


"At first he was very free in describing his situation, the character of Finch himself, his three pupils, and the daughter Harriet. She returned from a long absence to reside with her father while Arden was an inmate of the house.


"Gradually, however, Harriet became less frequently or less directly mentioned. His regrets and complaints assumed a somewhat different form, and grew more obscure and unintelligible. My friend, sometimes, in perusing his letters, conjectured that the charms of Harriet had made some impression on his heart, and that this had contributed to the alteration of his style; but all, in this respect, was vague and indeterminate. There was ground equaIly plausible for twenty different inferences.


"After the catastrophe had happened, he could not but recollect this obscurity.
 You will imagine that it suggested no favourable conclusion: at least, it afforded no proof of his innocence. Brudenel's curiosity and affection led him to visit Arden in his dungeon more than once. Their interviews were deeply affecting. He was not earnest in asserting his innocence. He seemed fully aware of the irresistible force of the evidence against him, and to yield, without an effort, to his fate.


"Yet, on being interrogated by him, and by the court upon his trial, he declared himself, with a steadfast countenance and manner, not guilty. Nothing confounded observers more, than the sedateness of the man, but such were the singular circumstances in which he was placed, that it
 was impossible to determine the cause of his sedateness - whether it arose from consciousness of innocence, or contempt of death, or of infamy, or from pure obduracy.


"He had no one to defend him, for he sought no one's patronage. When called upon to defend himself, he complied with apparent reluctance; but, when he opened his mouth at the bar, averred his purity with astonishing collectiveness and fervency; while, at the same time, he declared his hopelessness of acquittal, his acquiescence in his fate, and his forgiveness of his persecutors."


Again interrupting my friend, I asked, "Did not, at this time, something come out as to his past life, which might have some effect upon his judges?"


"Nothing. He was now, indeed, recognized by some who knew him in London, but their knowledge was vague, neither beneficial to his cause, nor hurtful to it. They merely knew no good, and no ill of him. He himself preserved a rigorous silence upon that subject."


"Well , Sir, and what was the event?"


"The cause was heard. A score of witnesses examined. Finch, Wingate, visitants, servants and neighbours, all concurred in furnishing strength to the presumption against him. Clandestine and mysterious interviews between the accused and the lady; her aversion to Wingate coming into birth and keeping pace with her knowledge of, and intercourse with Arden; his disturbance of mind; his visible consciousness of wrong at the interrogations and reproaches of Wingate; his deportment after Harriet's compliance with her father's wishes, more gloomy and dissatisfied than ever; his almost unobserved preparations for departure; his burning, secretly, a multitude of papers and letters a few days before the fatal event.


"Incidents upon the day and evening of the murder; the lady's going out alone; his pursuing, shortly after, the same path; his appearance at the entrance of the path leading, and only leading to the grotto; his perturbations at that time; his retiring to his chamber, and answering to the questions put to him by the housekeeper respecting the absence of her mistress, confusedly and evasively; his sudden departure; his deportment to Finch at their meeting in town, and his precipitate flight.


"When arrested on board the packet, he gave various tokens of guilt. On being told that the young lady had been found dead, the question hastily escaped him, whether she had been found in the grotto? All these indications, unattended by any alleviating incidents; no different method of accounting for her death being even suggested; no traces of any other murderer being to be found; not even an attempt being made by the prisoner to explain, in a manner consistent with his innocence, any part of his conduct before or after the transaction, it was thought impossible for court or jury to hesitate.


"The sentence was anticipated by the public. Popular indignation was furious. Hitherto it had vented itself in execrations and insults heaped upon him in his passage to and from prison. More violent assaults seemed to be forborne, because they trusted to the vengeance of the law. The hall and its avenues were crowded by multitudes, who eagerly waited for his condemnation.


"The charge given to the jury was explicit. 'The guilt of the accused,' said the judge, 'is manifest. To recapitulate the evidence was of no use; you have heard it, and see the exact concurrence of every part.'


"Some of the jury pressed to decide immediately, without leaving their seats, but others objected, and a few minutes consultation was demanded. They went out. Their absence continued longer than any one had expected. Hour after hour passed, and expectation began to be impatient. At length they returned, and the audience was hushed into deepest silence. How was every one astonished, when, to the usual question, the foreman answered -- We cannot agree.


"The judges were perplexed. They renewed their declarations of belief in the prisoner's guilt, and the jury were once more sent out. This interval was longer and more impatient than the other. Thirty hours were spent, as it soon appeared, in the efforts of eleven of the number whose verdict was guilty, to conquer the obstinacy of one, who declared that he would perish with famine, before he would pronounce the prisoner's condemnation. Finding this man invincible, the rest, to the unspeakable mortification of the court and the astonishment of all mankind, concurred in a verdict of acquittal. The verdict was legal, was unanimous, was positive, and persisted in, in spite of reasonings and rebukes. The prisoner, therefore, instead of being remitted to his dungeon and reserved for the gallows, was at full liberty and dismissed from the bar.


"But it appeared, in this instance, that mankind will not always allow their judgments to be superceded by the law. The popular decree is precipitate and sanguinary; and Arden, in withdrawing from the bar, fell into the hands of judges less scrupulous and formal. As soon as he came forth, he was set upon by an exasperated mob, and escaped with the most imminent risk of his life from their hands.


"Having shaken off the most forward assailants,
 the unhappy man (fear of death adding wings to his speed) betook himself to flight. Exhausted, and on the point of being seized by his pursuers, he rushed into an obscure house, whose door happened to be open. Hundreds followed, ransacked every nook of the mansion, and examined every closet and chimney, but in vain. Either he escaped by some unperceived avenue behind, or found some effectual concealment within the house.


"The popular rage, thus eluded by the chief offender, recoiled upon the jury who acquitted him. They were indiscriminately pelted and insulted in their way to their own houses; but the wish to exculpate themselves, and transfer resentment to its true object, made the condemning number betray Loveden, the refractory acquitter, whose person could not safely be trusted in the streets. In a short time menaces were noised abroad of an intention to attack his house by night. Being apprized of this in time, he fled secretly, and was not heard of for a long time after."


"I am anxious to hear more of Loveden. His conduct was very strange. Was there no method of accounting for it?"


"It was strange indeed. Loveden was a native of New-England. He came, at an early age, to this city, and passed his youth in the mercantile service of Mr. Finch himself, who, on declining business, had contributed to the establishment of Loveden, by lending him his credit, and a large sum of money. His character, in all respects, before this unfortunate affair, was accounted excellent.


"His conduct on the jury was wholly unexpected. Indeed, it was imagined that his prejudices were of an opposite kind, and it was hinted to the prisoner, that Loveden's known obligations to the family of Finch made it prudent to challenge him, but the hint was disregarded.


"His motives, whatever they were, must have been of wonderful force, since he could not but have foreseen the consequences to himself, not only in the total loss of reputation, in the estrangement of all his friends and associates, but in the peculiar vengeance of Finch. Finch immediately claimed his debt, and Loveden withdrew from his country to avoid a jail, and in a state of beggary. He left behind, destitute of all support, a mother and two sisters, young and helpless girls, whom he had, a short time before, brought from their obscure retreat in the country, to partake of his prosperity.


"All the world hating and suspecting him, no wonder many a calumnious tale was produced. An event somewhat like this, and happening two hundred years ago, in which a juror persisted in acquitting a prisoner, and afterwards, in a secret conference with the judge, confessed that he himself had committed the deed with which the prisoner had been charged, was now revived, and Loveden was deemed by some to be in the same predicament, thought this charge was made out only by such surmises and conjectures as any man's life might be made to bear."


"Well, Sir, and what, meanwhile, became of Arden? Some traces of him, I suppose, were discovered."


"Vague rumours flew abroad, but were merely rumours. Great discoveries were likewise pretended to be made respecting him. It was said that Arden was a Jesuit in disguise; that he had been a spy in London, for the Catholic powers, during the late war; that he had fled to America, and changed his name, under apprehension of being punished. This, and other defamatory tales were current for some time, till at length new objects succeeded to engross the popular, attention, and Arden ceased to be mentioned, till a new event occurred to revive his memory, and set this affair in a new light.


"About twelve months after the death of Harriet Finch a fellow was detected at Albany, attempting to pass false money. Being apprehended and imprisoned, he was soon discovered to have perpetrated other villainies.  A house in the neighbourhood of this city had been attacked and plundered at night, two months before, by a gang of villains, the leader of whom, though carefully disguised, was now recognized in the person of this criminal. He was brought down to this city, tried for the burglary, convinced, and sentenced to be hanged.


"Mayo, while under condemnation, disclosed the particulars of his past life. Fifteen years, it now appeared, from his confession, had been spent by him in a series of frauds and iniquities, seldom to be paralleled. Europe had been for a long time the theatre of his crimes; but at length he withdrew to America, as to a new scene.


"Here, having money in his purse, he advanced very high pretensions, and figured away in the most brilliant style. He formed some acquaintance with Finch, and being specious and addressful, insinuated himself into Finch's confidence. He was impudent enough to aspire to the daughter's favour; and this, joined with some sordid pranks in which he chanced to be, at the same time, detected, ruined him in the estimation of this family, and of the world. He sunk into contempt and insignificance, and was forgotten till he re-appeared  at Albany.


"He now confessed himself to be the murderer of Harriet, and to have been instigated to that act by malice and revenge, and the desire of concealing a violence previously committed on this ill-fated girl. The tale related by him, with all its circumstances, is too horrid to be repeated.


"This wretch was inured
 to every species of guilt. He was the slave of flagitious passions, and longed for nothing so much as for revenge on Finch, who had frustrated his most daring hopes, had treated him indignantly and scornfully, and had spared no pains to blast his character. The poor girl, though less culpable came in for a share of his hatred, on her own account, and was exposed the more to injury, as any evil to her was a two-fold evil to the father, whose happiness was wrapped up in the welfare of this darling child.


"About the period of her death Mayo, in gratification of a capricious humour, had taken lodgings at a farm-house close to the shore of New-Jersey, and almost opposite to Mr. Finch's demesne, which stretched along the shore of Manhattan. Mayo's strongest and most harmless propensities were hunting and fishing. I call them the most harmless, because, while thus employed, his plans of higher mischief were suspended. While spoiling and murdering the scaly and feathered kind, the lives and properties of men were safe from his violence.


"In fine weather he used to put off into the river, in a small skiff, with hooks and lines, and anchoring in some quiet and shaded cove, pursue his favourite sport for half a day. Unhappily that part of Manhattan shore bounding Mr. Finch's property was higher and more precipitous than elsewhere, and retired into chasms and recesses, where the stream subsided into deep, clear, unruffled basons, shadowed by the rock above, and by the trees growing on it, and thus very happily adapted for fishing.


 "One of these basons  was directly opposite the grotto which I mentioned, the floor of which was very little above the level of the stream. This grotto was the coolest, gloomiest, stillest  and most sequestered spot imaginable, and very likely to be sought by a girl of a romantic temper as Miss Finch was known to be.


"At the close of one benign summer's day, as Mayo was fishing beneath the shadow of this rock, he unhappily spied Harriet's nymph-like form passing through the pines and bushes, in a direction apparently leading to this grotto. He immediately perceived who it was, and conjectured whither she was going. The demons of malice, revenge and love, such love as only such an heart could foster, began instantly to work within him. They set before him the wrongs he had suffered from this lady and her family, pointed out the means of vengeance which thus opportunely and unexpectedly occurred, the ease of gaining this recess, and the certainty of retiring from it unobserved and unsuspected. In brief, he dropped his line, moved softly to the shore, penetrated to the grotto, and found the unhappy girl seated alone and in a musing posture. Probably while she listened to the rustling among the bushes, which announced some one's approach, of all imaginable beings the farthest from her thoughts or expectations was Mayo. The ruffian shortly returned to his boat, and hying home with his perch and bass, made an hearty supper on them with his landlord's family. A few days after he paid his arrears and decamped. It is scarcely necessary to add, that he was hanged in chains, amidst the clamours and curses of numberless spectators.


"Now was the memory of Arden revived. The hatred he had formerly met with was changed into compassion. The incidents so unfavourable to him were now recalled; but since they no longer justified the belief of his guilt, they gave birth to new perplexities and new inquiries. The fiercest of his persecutors now repented of their fury, and longed for an opportunity of compensating his sufferings."


"And was this opportunity never afforded them? Was nothing ever heard of this unfortunate man?"


"I will tell you. I have mentioned the attachment which the sister of my friend Brudenel had formed, in his prosperous days, for Arden. I have mentioned my friend's disquiets on that head, and his reasonable warnings to his sister. Anna had seemingly acquiesced in the wisdom of her brother's counsels; and in the short time that afterwards elapsed before Arden's removal to Finch's house, nothing had occurred, in the conduct of his sister, to disturb my friend.


"Arden, after his engagement with Finch, seldom came to the city, and seldomer visited Anna. No intercourse apparently existed between them, and the lady's sedateness and tranquillity seemed unimpaired. The brother naturally inferred that they had forgotten each other.


"This woman's character was very singular. She was deeply tinctured with piety. A temper remarkably enthusiastic, and an heart alive to the tenderest sympathies, appeared absorbed in devotion, and in the practice of moral duties. She had no external attractions, was reserved, timid in company, and backward to converse. Undisposed  to form numerous connections, she kept herself at home, shared domestic comforts and employments with her mother, and maintained a very neat household on a very frugal competence.


"Brudenel's father had left one son and three daughters, and small property. The  son resigned this property to his sisters and surviving parent. The two elder daughters died, leaving only Anna to lighten the evils of sickness and age to their disconsolate mother.


"Anna's heart
 was the most sympathetic and impassioned in the world. At an early age she found a youth who deserved and obtained all her love. He went, on a mercantile adventure, to the West-Indies, and died. This calamity had hardly ceased to be a burthen on her spirits, when a much-loved friend, and her two sisters, successively fell victims to a lingering malady. These being the chief ties which held her affections to earth, she thenceforth became more lonely and recluse, and more devoted to the cultivation of her understanding. She was upwards of thirty years of age when Arden became known to her, and had probably dismissed every thought of forming a conjugal attachment.


"That tranquil resignation and indifference which, for some years, had distinguished her, utterly vanished, when Arden's life was put into hazard, and was succeeded by impatience, by terror, and by agony. The passion her brother thought extinct had gathered strength in secret, and it was plain, that for the sake of this man all dangers and all evils would be cheerfully encountered.


"Brudenel loved his sister too well not to feel this reverse with acute pain. For her sake he was willing to exert himself to rescue the accused from the threatened fate, but he could do nothing. He could not weaken the evidence against him; he could not persuade judges or juries to lenity; he could not vanquish his own belief of Arden's guilt, and his love of justice would not suffer him to entertain a deliberate wish for his acquittal.


"Contrary, however, to all his expectations, and through agency of which he had no previous knowledge, the prisoner was acquitted. His curiosity was equal to his surprise. With difficulty he obtained access to Loveden, the instrument of this acquittal, and, after much entreaty, extorted from him the motives of his conduct. The truth was this.


"Some years before Loveden had been a suitor to Miss Brudenel. His suit, though his character was not objected to, had been unsuccessful. The lady's heart was too much occupied in deploring the late ravages of death in her own family, and by remembrance of her first attachment, to hearken to his vows. Loveden had desisted, and had since concentered all his thoughts in the improvement of his  fortune.


"A few days before the trial of Arden, on which Loveden was known to have been upon the pannel, a messenger from Miss Brudenel requested an immediate visit from the latter. Since his addresses had been declined by her, all intercourse had dropped. A message like this, therefore, was productive of much surprise, and his heart throbbed with hopes indefinable, and scarcely recognized by himself. He went.


" He was  I led into  a, private   room by Miss  Brudenel , and a scene of perturbation, reluctance, and unspeakable distress was followed by a disclosure of her interest in the fate of Arden; of her perfect and immoveable conviction of his innocence; a conviction founded on proofs that were all-sufficient; but such as were only known to Arden and herself, and such as could not be imparted to another; and of her confidence in the generosity of Loveden. She conjured him to evince this generosity; to prove the truth of that affection which he formerly avowed for her, by believing her assertion was made, and by exerting his privilege as a juror to save his life.


"The disappointment and dismay of Loveden may be readily conceived. The sacrifice demanded from him included every thing dear to the heart of man. His reputation, his fortune, and, indeed, his conscience, since he was called upon to acquit him whom the strongest evidence pronounced guilty, were required at his hands.


"No brief struggle, no faint entreaty, were required to obtain his concurrence. He argued, but Anna argued in her turn. He besought her to excuse him from an act which might irretrievably ruin him here and hereafter; but she persisted in her supplication. At length he was prevailed on to promise compliance. This compliance, and its consequences, I have mentioned, and surely they denote as powerful an impulse of affection and disinterestedness as can be felt by man.


"Having heard this tale, Brudenel went, with an heart agitated by a thousand anxieties, to his sister. He told her what he had just heard, intimated his fears for her danger from the artifices of a being of such doubtful character and views as Arden, and exacted from her information of all that had passed between them.


"After some hesitation she told him that Arden had formerly communicated to her the history of his past life. That this had been done by him from generous motives, having suspected her affection for him, and imagining that a knowledge of his true situation would put an end to every wish that she might have cherished. At the same time he confided in her integrity for her concealment of what he had disclosed since his safety was imagined to depend upon concealment.


"This information produced an effect different from what was designed. She found him unfortunate, but not criminal, and though his inauspicious fate had involved him in the most imminent dangers, and those dangers would not fail to beset every being connected with him, she was eager to console him under his calamity, by giving him her society, her council, and her love. This boon was accepted by him with reluctance, springing not from want of affection, but from a generous aversion to entail upon her whom he loved, poverty, exile and death.


 "It was agreed, however, that Anna should continue to reside with her mother, whose increasing age and infirmities required more than ever her daughter's attendance; that Arden should search out some employment, in which his subsistence might be gained, consistently with obscurity and privacy, and that meanwhile they should continue that confidential intercourse, personally or by letter, which had thus begun. Shortly after Arden went into the family of Mr. Finch; but a correspondence between him and Miss Brudenel continued, with few intermissions, till the time of his arrest.


"In this correspondence had been fully displayed incidents that had somewhat elucidated the mysteries which hung over the behaviour of Arden and Harriet to each other. The latter had been favourably impressed by the accomplishments of Arden, had made various advances to familiarity and confidence, which, for some time, his diffidence, his desire of obscurity and solitude, his concern for the happiness of Harriet herself, made him study to avoid.


"Harriet acted, on this occasion, with much temerity and indiscretion, flowing from inexperience and a sanguine temper, and from certain defects, which were mingled plentifully with her good qualities. Many motives conspired to make Arden shrink from too intimate an intercourse with Harriet. He easily discovered what views her family had entertained respecting her; the claims and expectations of Wincate, to whom she was, in some sense, bethrothed; the prejudices of her father, who would never stoop to an alliance with his children's tutor. To these obstacles were added the inconveniences likely to arise from the disastrous situation in which Arden himself was placed. To accept the hand of Harriet, without parental approbation and knowledge, without the means of supporting her in that luxury, and ease, and dignity in which she had been educated, could not be thought of.


"Arden's attachment to Miss Brudenel was as yet of a sober and dispassionate kind. It did not preclude the influence on his heart, of youth, beauty, and grace. He adored Anna for her generosity, and if their mutual situation had permitted, would have hastened to reward her love, and secure her happiness, by binding himself forever to so deserving a woman; but there was little prospect of ever accomplishing this. Meanwhile, his sensibility to Harriet's charms made the task which he imposed upon himself, of withdrawing from her favour, the more difficult.


"Wingate's arrival, the renewal of his claims, Mr. Finch's importunity, brought matters to a crisis sooner than would otherwise have happened. Her aversion to her father's scheme, and the cause of that aversion, were soon disclosed to Arden. His pity, his honour, his affection, were all engaged on her side. His objections, drawn from her own condition, from her dependance  on her father for the means of subsistence, from the lowliness and indigence of his condition, were stated in their strongest colours. 


"She was unconvinced by his arguments. Poverty was not to be dreaded, for she possessed a sufficiency, in her own right, from the bequest of her uncle. The father's choice was not her's, and in this case she only was entitled to judge of the means of her happiness. She confided, likewise, in her father's love, to make him acquiesce in what his power could not prevent or annul. A private marriage would reconcile her duty to her inclination, since then there would necessarily be an end of Wingate's hopes and importunities; and if her family should prove irreconcilable
, still union with Arden would be the least evil of the two.


"Arden fluctuated, wavered; in one mood he promised compliance with Harriet's wishes, and afterwards, when solitude and deliberation had time to sway him, he retracted those promises. He was unhappy, undetermined, and changeful. At length he wrought himself up to the resolution of making her his wife. To this he was chiefly influenced by the security which time had given him, respecting dangers connected with his former adventures, and by public information of the death of a certain personage in Europe, whose existence was the chief source of his peril.


"Part of Harriet's property was a spacious farm and substantial dwelling, thirty miles from the city, on the banks of the Hudson; the other property was personal. She was in full possession of this property. It was agreed that Harriet, by seeming acquiescence in her father's wishes, should obtain his consent to her passing a week or ten days with a friend in Jersey. Hither Arden was to follow her, previously resigning his post, as tutor to Mr. Finch's children, and their marriage was to be privately solemnized. After which, Harriet was to return to her father's house, and when the completion of the contract with Wingate was again proposed, she was fully to disclose her engagements with Arden, who was immediately and openly to claim her as his wife.


"To this scheme Arden had been brought to consent with the utmost difficulty. The balance was inclined, indeed, but merely inclined in favour of it. Before Harriet set out on her visit, an event happened which restored all former obstacles, and inspired Arden with a resolution to shun all further contests and struggles, by abruptly retiring from New-York, and burying himself in some remote obscurity, whither it would not be possible to trace or to follow him.


"This resolution was to be disclosed to Harriet, and his heart was to be fortified against her entreaties and her arguments: a difficult undertaking, but indispensible.  He postponed it as long as possible, and having determined to go on the evening of a certain day, he determined to follow Harriet in one of her afternoon walks, and thus obtain a farewell and parting interview.


"The interview took place. Arden's firmness enabled him to resist all her reproaches, entreaties, and reasonings, and to part from her without abandoning his purpose, but not without a thousand terrors and inquietudes. Arden left her to return home, and Harriet was supposed by him to have prosecuted her walk.


"Arden had not gained his chamber, when, fearful of some act of despair in Harriet, he repented of his resolution, and returned, in order to find the lady once more, and inform her of this change. He traversed the usual walks and paths, but ineffectually, and concluded that she had gone to visit the infirm old woman that I once before mentioned. Having searched every place, but the grotto, he conceived it possible that she had gone thither, having had some interviews with her in that very spot. He went to it, looked in, saw no one, and returned. This interval afforded time for his former resolution to revive with new force, and his conduct during the subsequent hours I have already described.


Such were the incidents, communicated by Arden to Miss Brudenel, in a copious correspondence. Such was the intelligence imparted by Miss Brudenel to her brother, and these, added to information respecting his adventures before his arrival in America, were the basis on which she had reared her conviction of his innocence. These adventures, however, she would not permit herself to disclose.


"After his acquittal and escape from the hands of a sanguinary mob, he disappeared to all eyes but those of Miss Brudenel. The correspondence between them continued. He retired to the country, and, led by a mixture of accident and design, made his dwelling at the house of a Dutch farmer, within a small distance of Harriet Finch's demesne. He lighted on this abode in his obscure pilgrimage through by-paths and uncultivated spaces, and abided there, on account of its remarkable seclusion; the profound ignorance of the aged couple who inhabited it, and the consequent improbability of his retreat ever being known. His board and lodging he was able to purchase from his gains reserved from the payments of Finch, for twelve or eighteen months to come.


"The detection, confession and punishment of Mayo gave a new turn to Arden's affairs. Mankind in general were as eager to repair as they had formerly been to inflict the wrongs which he had suffered. Finch, in particular, publicly declared his sorrow for the part which he had taken in the persecution, and disclosed a circumstance which had till then been carefully suppressed.


"In examining his daughter Harriet's papers, after her decease, there was found, drawn up in legal form, a will, in which she had bequeathed all her property, real and personal, to Arden. This paper was written after the period when a secret marriage was agreed upon between them; and made, according to her own words, in consideration of the uncertainty of life, and of the benefits which her understanding had received from Arden's instructions.


"This will, though fairly written, and signed and sealed by herself, was without witnesses. That she had never gotten it attested, nor published, rose, no doubt, from the difficulty attending such a ceremony, and from the opposition which she could not but expect from her relations to a design of this kind. The instrument being, consequently, invalid, its existence being known only to her father, and Arden falling under such atrocious suspicions, and afterwards disappearing, the will was of course unmentioned and unexecuted.


"Now, however, such were the probity and generosity of Finch; such his zeal to atone for past injuries, that he declared his resolution of complying, in its full extent, with his daughter's will, and offered to transfer her property, entire, to Arden. Arden received, from his faithful friend, speedy intelligence of these events, and, returning to New-York, was kindly and respectfully received by Finch, as well as by his early friend Brudenel. Harriet's will was punctually executed, and gratitude, joined to the removal of so many inconveniences of poverty and persecution which had hitherto beset him, induced him to tender himself in marriage to Anna Brudenel, and the happiness of that generous and exalted woman, though so long delayed, was at length completed by union with the object of her most ardent affections."


I thanked my friend for this copious narrative, but expressed much curiosity as to the real character of Arden. His life, in Europe, had not been disclosed, and in this I could not help supposing something very remarkable. Had he ever obtained any knowledge of these transactions?


"Yes," said he, "the truth, in that respect, came at last into mine and my friend Brudenel's possession, and thus it came: While Arden was a fugitive, Brudenel was apprized of his sister's correspondence with him, but remonstrated against it in vain. Let what would come, she never would abandon a friend in adversity, and one of whose innocence she had proofs sufficient. These proofs being connected with his exploits in Europe, no menace, no entreaty, no artifice, could prevail on her to disclose.


"After her marriage with Arden she retired to the farm, now called

Ardenfield, inherited from Harriet Finch, and there constantly resided.  Brudenel did not suffer these concealments to lessen his brotherly attachment, and usually spent some weeks, every summer, at his sister's mansion. When my engagements permitted, I was always willing to accompany him in this excursion, being greatly pleased with the solemn and romantic beauties of this residence, and with the manners of its tenants. Arden's countenance and demeanor were remarkably full of dignity and gracefulness; and his wife was one of whom, in spite of many personal defects, I should have thought it impossible to approach and converse with without being enamoured.


"One evening, about eight years after their marriage, Arden and his wife, her brother and myself, were sitting in a cool piazza,  after supper, viewing the effect of moonlight on the cliffs that formed the opposite banks of the river, and discussing any topic that occurred. The discourse insensibly turned upon the past, and particularly on the manner in which Ardenfield came into the hands of the present possessor. These ideas formed a sort of prelude to the following remarks made by our host.


"He adverted to the obscurity which had so long hung over the adventures of his youth, which had created so many inquietudes and doubts in those who loved him, and so much perplexed their curiosity. Concealment was enjoined for reasons which every dispassionate hearer would allow to be cogent. Time, however, had somewhat lessened their force, and, with regard, at least, to us his friends, he had finally determined to make a full disclosure.


"From the time of his arrival in America, till his settlement at Ardenfield, a period of anguish and suspense, every secret of their hearts had been disclosed to each other by himself and his wife. He had particularly composed for her eye a long narrative of occurrences happening to him in Europe. This correspondence had been carried on in a language and character which made it wholly unintelligible to another.


"After their marriage, their leisure had frequently been employed in reviewing together past scenes, so copiously and vivialy pourtrayed in their numerous letters; and being conscious that a time might come when the knowledge of his history might be published to the world, or, at least, impart6d to his chosen friends, without evil consequences, he had lately amused himself with transcribing and translating, compactly and regularly, the whole series of their letters.


"His origin and fate had been extraordinary. That lustre which flows from high birth and high fortune was not wanting to his destiny. He had had no mean agency in transactions that had shaken the world. His motives for withdrawing from the scene, and endeavouring to bury in oblivion all previous events, were of no ordinary kind. They were such as put his life and fame in perpetual hazard.


"His fears of an untimely end had every day grown less; but they were not wholly at an end; and he now saw the propriety of leaving some memorial behind him, in case of an unfortunate catastrophe, by which his memory might be justified. This was an additional reason to make the compilation which he had just finished, and which he now offered for our perusal.


"This offer, you may suppose, was eagerly accepted; but so great was our impatience, that we besought him to give us his story immediately, and from his own lips. After a little hesitation he complied with our request."


"And pray," said I, with great vehemence, "what was the story?"


"It is too long for me to recount at present: besides, I have not satisfied myself that the relation would be proper."


I endeavoured to remove his objections, but in vain. He said, that he would take some time to consider of it, and let me know his mind on my next visit.


Desisting  from this entreaty, therefore, for the present, I called his attention to other objects, and inquired into the sequel of Arden's history.


"He lived twelve years in great felicity, amidst a family of three children, one son and two daughters. While riding along the river bank, in the autumn of 1777, in the height of the revolutionary war, he was shot, as was conjectured, by a refugee, who lurked in the woods.


"His wife found consolation in attending to the education of her children, to whom she performed every maternal office, with great success. I never beheld a finer lad than the son, who inherited his father's countenance and mind. He received a mercantile education, and went to Europe at twenty years old, as agent to a company of land-dealers. He has since settled in London, and sent for his sisters at the death of his mother, whose eyes were closed by them, at Ardenfield, in the spring of 1795. Their uncle lately died on a spacious farm, surrounded by his family, in the new settlements on Tenessee.''


"And what," said I, "has become of the manuscript? It is to be hoped that it has not also perished."


"No, not yet. It is in my possession. To gratify my curiosity anew, I borrowed it of Arden, a few months before his death. Mrs. Arden frequently requested it to be returned; but design or accident has aways stood  in the way. I was the more willing to retain it, as Mrs Arden had determined to destroy it. Their father's origin and history had always been carefully concealed from the children, and she was desirous that every monument of his misfortunes should perish."


"And have you the manuscript still?"


"I have. I have several times resolved to throw it into the fire, but something held my hand. Methought it was a pity to let a story, so highly curious, so circumstantial, and so authentic, sink into oblivion. Sometimes I have had thoughts of sending it to Arden and his sisters. In fact, it is their incontestible property. Whatever I do, I must do speedily, for a man at my age cannot expect to live long, and I know not who may come after."


All my curiosity was in arms at this intelligence. I besought him to entrust the manuscript into my hands. I would take good care of it. would return it on demand; but he would unspeakably oblige me, by permitting me the perusal.


The old gentleman was refractory to all my pleadings. It would be troublesome to find the book. It was buried at the bottom of a trunk overwhelmed with papers. He must take time to consider. He doubted I should make no good use of it. Perhaps he might oblige me; perhaps, and more probably, not; but he would make up his mind, and let me know his resolution against my next visit, a fortnight or month hence.


I was obliged to endure my disappointment, and entreated that the desired boon might not be withheld on my next visit. I withdrew, and have beguiled some part of my impatience, by drawing up the foregoing summary of what my friend thought proper to communicate.

8.

ORIGINAL LETTERS

LETTER I.

June 10, 1764.
How
 well you paint the charms of your situation, my friend! As I laid down your letter, I sighed. I believe it was a sigh of regret that I was not with you. I fancied myself walking arm in arm with you in your meadow-path, sometimes, and sometimes sitting with you on the bench under your wide-spreading elm; but I soon waked and found it far otherwise. The milkman's rap at the kitchen-door put an end to my dream, and I went musefully and mournfully to getting tea.

This is usually the first effect of your letters; but it never lasts very long. "Well, well," say I, "green fields, sweet airs, and my friend's company, are very good things, it must be owned, but they cannot be had. I can fancy them, and that will be as well." I can recollect many such scenes that I formerly enjoyed; and, by calling them up again while I sit at work, will, in some sort, enjoy them a second time.

How can you ask me to come, and express such earnest wishes? They have given me a great deal of pain. It is hard to deny myself this pleasure, but much harder to withhold pleasure from one whom I love. "My visit would gratify you much: your loneliness is irksome: and nothing can cheer you but my presence," you say; but how can you talk in this way, Julia? You that know what it is that keeps me here; that know the impossibility of leaving my mother, even for a few hours; why should you talk as if you desired or expected to prevail with me to leave her? Could I do any thing more wrong? Can you seriously wish me to prefer my own gratification? - But that, indeed, is out of the question. So far from finding any pleasure in my visit, I can think of nothing that would make me more truly unhappy. Indeed, Julia, nothing but force should tear me away; nothing but force should keep me away from my mother, in her present helpless condition.

Why, Julia, do you know that she could not live a day without me? She cannot leave her bed, nor return to it without my assistance. I lift her up, prepare for her her easy chair, make her tea for her, and do for her a thousand little offices which any but her child would never think of doing, and could never do in the same manner.

But people, you once said, may be hired to do all this, at least for a week or two, while I take a little recreation. My health, you say, requires that I should breathe a little pure air, and my mother, who has my attendance for the rest of the year, might be contented to spare me for so short a time, out of regard to her daughter's happiness; and even, indeed, to her own, for these little absences will only recruit my health and my spirits, and make me fitter to undergo the toils of the kitchen and the confinement of the bed-chamber, on my return from them.

But how, my Julia, can you talk so? People hired to be kind, tender, affectionate; to supply the thousand nameless wants of blindness, infirmity, and old age! And even if the disposition to be assiduous and tender could be bought, which, possibly, might be the case, since, methinks, no soul who beheld the pale and patient countenance, the woeful expressiveness of my nother's features, could help being melted into compassion and love; yet, where should we -look for the skill, the knowledge of her wants, of what is suited to her taste? I who have been with her so long, and have done nothing but wait upon and cherish her, know every thing that her convenience and comfort require from her nurse. If this could be taught to a stranger, an hireling, the mere teaching would demand a whole month or more.

But there is another reason still, my Julia, why I cannot adopt such a scheme; that, of itself, alone would be an insurmountable obstacle. We are too poor: yet, that is an ungrateful word: I ought to have said, we are not rich enough to hire any more attendance than we have.

You know what are our funds: I had like to have said, in the same ungrateful spirit, our slender funds. One girl is all that we can afford to have about us; and to her we pay, and are able to pay -- nothing. She is indented to us, and, therefore, costs us only her clothes and food; and these, though as good as my own, for I take care that her tasks and accommodations shall be, in all respects, my own, are managed as becomes a good economist.

That my mother's wants may be fully, and even luxuriously supplied, I am obliged to stint the rest of us a little; but I should think myself inhuman if I indulged myself at the expense of my Hannah. What superiority has education or age given me to this simple girl, if I cannot endure labour  and need with a more cheerful spirit than she?

Hannah is a good girl; thoughtful beyond her years; the most guileless and dependant  creature in the world; quite pretty too, as you know; and, let me own the truth, some of my reluctance to leave home, must be traced to her. The girl loves me as her mother. Habit and her own merits have made her dear to me. I should be loath to part with her, even for a month, and she would be still more grieved, and nobody whom I should leave in my place would treat her just as I wished. You see, therefore, that I cannot think of accepting your invitation, kindly as it is made; and though I cannot deny that my health, supposing my mind to be at ease, would be the better for your society, your country fare, and your evening walks in the woods. Adieu.

LETTER II.

June 15.

Ah! Julia, lay you so much stress upon these elegant indulgences? Yet, no wonder. Having always been accustomed to them, they must, at this time, have become like the primitive wants of nature.

They were once so with me, but I was younger when they ceased to be mine, and so the spell was broken more easily. Indeed, it went hard with me for a time; harder than perhaps it would, even at this age, and your long-formed habits, with my Julia; and so your merits might far transcend mine in this, as they always do in all other respects. My friend knows not her own virtue, and never will know, till tried by adversity.

But really, my friend, you overrate the ills that have happened to me: yet, that is an error that I hardly know how you could help falling into. Knowing that I want so much, of what you think essential to your own content, you infer, naturally enough, that I must greatly repine at my own lot.

But this, Julia, comes only from your inexperience. Were some disaster to make you as poor as I, and your honoured father should be overtaken, in his old age, like my mother, by infirmity and blindness, would you not cheerfully act just as I do? I am sure you would act much better. You think yourself vain, arrogant, insensible, but you are mistaken. At least, if the prosperity of your family, your father's injudicious fondness, as you call it, health, beauty, youth, and so many graces and accomplishments have a little tinctured you with pride, how would they disappear when misfortunes should come! How much worse effects would these causes have had upon characters originally less good, upon minds less pure and upright than your own!

Besides, give me leave to say, Julia, the parallel you draw between us is a very incorrect one. I am surprised that you see not how fallacious it is. I fell not, my friend, from your height. My family was less opulent and splendid. For birth and fortune, yours is the highest in the province, but mine were obscure. My father, born in indigence, was enriched, and but in a very moderate degree, by a few lucky adventures. He had no patrimonial estate or hereditary elevation, and, what he got all of a sudden by enterprize and good fortune, he lost as suddenly, and by just the same means.

And then, Julia, do but think upon my age. I was young; not above fiftteen.   I had not time to form habits corresponding to my situation; yet, thoughtless as I was, the change mortified me not a little. Methinks I blush to remember the little contrivances I used to save my pride. How I turned down or crossed a street, or held my face aside to shun the notice of my former companions, and feigned not to hear them when they called to me. Deaf did sometimes my pride make me. All was pitiful in my behaviour, and had I not been blessed with sisters elder and wiser than myself, I should, I fear, have been to this day the same contemptible creature. They used to chide me for my folly very often. Dear girls! how much I owe to them!

Very improperly do you judge of my condition. Indeed it is not so unhappy as you think. Do you forget that whatever my inconveniences may be, I have suffered them now many years; and that habit would have done what reason and religion ought to do, make me grateful for the good still possessed, and more prompt, by far, to compare my wants with the greater wants of others equally or more deserving than I; than my scanty comforts with the prodigal indulgences of those richer, though perhaps not wiser or better than myself.

I must break off. You know I am no proficient at the pen. That, and the little pleasure that, I own to you, I find in books, I account my only real misfortunes. The pleasures of the mind, methinks, are so cheap, they can be had with so little trouble, with no change of my present mode of life; and are they not, my friend? Yes, they must be very exquisite: but I cannot relish them, stupid and sluggish creature that I am! Tending my mother, arranging matters in our little household, and my needle, are all my businesses; and writing now and then to you, which, indeed, gives me pleasure, yet only, I suppose, because I write without restraint; put down just what comes into my head; what comes unsought for. Not the way, I doubt, to improve one's self in thoughts or words; just as little as to prate incessantly and at random, tends to make us sounder reasoners or correcter speakers than before.

How different, my friend, is your case from mine in every thing, but especially in these respects! If my nature were capable of envy, I should envy you, I think. Not your brocade nor your chariot, not your leisure, your pens, or your books: dress and equipage I want not; leisure I might make; and books I might have, as many as I needed; but what I envy you for, is your knowledge, your taste, your zeal, your finger on the harp, your pencil, your rapid pen, and your delight in study. Those would be my pride, if I had them; to want them is my chief, nay, it is my only sorrow.

Cannot you lend me a little of all these? Out of so abundant a store, spare me a little. Pry'thee do: much would hardly be missed, and a little will be much to me. Yet, you have often tried to inspire me with some of this ennobling spirit; and I was all alive with impatience to begin the same course. The books you told me of, I got: I opened them: I read: but my mind too soon, alas! began to wander and to droop. Images were all vague, dim; eye-lids heavy, heavier grew, till I fairly dropped asleep at last.

What can be the reason of this deplorable sluggishness? And is there no remedy? So few years younger than my Julia, yet so far behind her in knowledge and taste! I see clearly how pitiable is my ignorance. Surely I do not judge wrongly of the value of knowledge. I want, it seems to me, to know every thing; the cause of all that I see above and below us; all that has happened heretofore, and that will hereafter befall. My curiosity is indiscriminate. It takes in all that I hear, see, or feel, and yet the only means to gratify it I cannot heartily pursue; for the only means are books, and books I cannot read. 'Tis  a lamentable case truly!

Yet I delight in instructive conversation. The more rational and grave, and abundant in facts and principles the talk becomes, the more eagerly I listen. Then all languor and drowsiness, so sure to fasten on and stupify my faculties when reading, disappear.

My memory, too, is not bad for things talked about. Every thing I hear becomes my own. It would surprise you to know how retentive I am of what has been mentioned in this way. Young as I was in my father's life-time, how many of his sayings and stories do I now distinctly recollect! Not the events of even the words merely, but his tone of voice, the time of the day or year, the company present, and the room and chair he sat in. Just now I see him: his ruddy cheeks and sprightly eye, bespeaking much more youth than one would guess from his locks -- so verarably gray.

How I love to think of these things! yet, they always set me to weeping. Not that I am grieved neither. It is not grief that calls forth my tears on such occasions: yet, what it is I cannot tell; but it bids me lay down the pen here.

Take it up again, Jessy. Dry thy eyes, and bid thy friend, with a cheerful accent, good night.

LETTER III.

June 18.

And so, you want to know my story. Did I never tell it you? In so many conversations as we have had, have I not told you all that was worth telling?

Yet I have never been a prattler, except at the pen; and that is because I am the only talker. When you are with me, my sole, and my darling employment is to listen, for thou, my Julia, hast  an eloquent tongue, and, luckily for me, art never tired of using it.

I have always listened to you with the utmost pleasure. What you say, claims my ear for its own sake, as well as for its relation to you. Some gratification to my vanity I likewise draw from it, for have you not often told me that you are equally communicative to no other person? And yet, will you let me add, in proof of my perverseness, that I have sometimes been a little mortified at finding so little curiosity in you as to myself? Shall I say, that you are sometimes too full of your own concerns? The drama, pleasing as it is, has seldom more than two persons -- I and my father. Forgive me, Julia, you see I can be saucy sometimes. I take more pleasure in hearing you than in talking myself. What you tell me is the story of your own feelings, and incidents that please me by their novelty, while they more than please me by the lessons that they teach; and delight me above all, as being only so many proofs of the happiness, the penetration, or the wit of the speaker.

You have often marked my silence, my reserve as you called it, and in one breath, questioned me as to the cause, and complained of it as disingenuous and unfriendly; but, in the next breath, and before I could do aught but smile at your quick and whimsical transitions, you have added: "But I know the reason; I do not give you time. I love to prate, and so much at ease do I find myself in your company, and such pleasure do I take in talking all I think and feel, and so rarely is that privilege enjoyed, (I enjoy it only in your company) that no wonder not a crack or crevice in our conversation to thrust a word into, should ever occur."

I have always acquiesced in this your mode of accounting for my silence, and yet, that is not the whole truth. There are some things that I do not like to think upon too closely, and the telling them with all their circumstances, would, I am afraid, be very painful. I wish to foster cheerful images, and though many things that happened long ago, do not, as they chance to be occasionally thought upon, greatly disquiet me now, yet I am apprehensive that the whole tissue of my past life, put into words, and with that minuteness and correctness, without which they could not be understood, would revive with too much force, my distressful feelings.

But you make your request with so much kindness, and are so flatteringly inquisitive into poor Jessy's  concerns, that, I believe, I must tell you something. It must be, however, a very general and summary account. So poor a hand am I at pen-work, that I am ashamed to attempt any thing that asks for the least perspicuity and method; but you will excuse my imperfections, as long as I myself am aware of them, and as long as I endeavour to do my best. And now I begin.

My father, you must know, was brought up to the sea, and after many years service, got the rank of Lieutenant in the navy, but not before he grew tired of the public service, and resolved to seek his fortune on his own stock. He purchased a ship, and armed her to cruise
 in the South seas and the Gulph of Mexico, against the Spaniards. By this means, by great enterprize and valour, he, in a few years, enriched himself and his companions. Habit had made him fonder of water than of land, and he took more delight in danger than in safety; yet he married my mother early, and always proved an affectionate husband.

After he had been  sometime engaged in his new way of life, he brought his wife and four small children, of which I was the youngest, to America, some port in this part of the world being more convenient to resort to with his prizes, and to spend his times of leisure, than any in Europe.

Both my parents were generous in their disposition; they loved to maintain splendour and show in their family; and being made sanguine by prosperity, neglected to lay up any of their gains as a store for old age, and a refuge in any change of fortune. All that my father got in what he called his campaigns, was consumed as fast as it was gained. And this gave neither him nor my mother any uneasiness.

It was always time enough, they said, to lay up. He pursued this boisterous life from choice, and no degree of wealth would induce him to relinquish it, till old age should come and unfit him for the glorious calling. As to the chances of capture or death, such continued successes and numberless escapes had befallen him, that these found no place in his calculation. If peace between England and Spain should cut off his present resource, he would betake himself to honest trade, and doubted not, by contraband intercourse with the Spanish colonies, with so much knowledge as he possessed of their wants and habits, and of the rivers and inlets of the coast, to enrich himself more securely than ever.

But, unhappily, my father trusted too much to his good fortune. In the last year of the Spanish war,( he put all his property on board of two ships, both of them well armed, and set out from New-York to the WestIndies. There he meant to dispose his commodities, and, shipping his purchases for New-York in different vessels, proceed with his own, new supplied with men and ammunition, to the coasts of Chili and Peru. His knowledge of the country made him believe that a golden harves might be reaped by a sudden descent upon these shores. I do not know all the particulars of his scheme, but he boasted to his friends that he would return with half a million, at least, of good Spanish pesos in his chests.

He got safe to Jamaica, and turned his cargoes into the staple of the island, and dispatched them home, while he prosecuted his first design. These were overtaken by an hurricane and lost, and no tidings were ever afterwards received of him or his companions. Whether they were shipwrecked or made prisoners, or destroyed by their enemies, it was never in our power to guess.

The consequence to us was poverty. The eldest of his children was my brother, who was then rising to manhood. He was not designed for any profession, though carefully educated; but now a friend of his, a lawyer, took him into his house, and trained him to the law. He is a good and diligent man, and is now able to maintain his small family in a very frugal manner.

As to my mother, my two sisters, and myself, we left our expensive establishment, came to the little cottage which we now inhabit in the bowery, and made shift to subsist upon our earnings by the needle. My sisters, older than I, and, in spite of a very common education, or rather of no education at all, thoughtful and considerate, bore this reverse very well, and we were, for some years, not unhappy.

But the worst was yet to come. Marianne began to droop, and, sinking gradually away, died, no one could scarcely tell by what malady. She was followed in less than a twelve-month by Sally. My sisters were all my society and consolation; and, to lose them thus slowly and successively, was hard.
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I was sad; truly sad. Day and night, month after month, it was the same. A sense of forlornness was strong; and as much present to my mind at the year's end, as at the day of my Sally's death. I wanted their cheering voice, their help, their sweet looks. The room I worked in, my bed-chamber, had likewise been theirs; and, not to see and hear them as I used to do, made me weep the live-long night, as, at times, I now do. Then my sobs were heavy, and my tears - not like these, which are welcome drops, and pain me not.

I had no companions beyond my own family. I never desired any. Now I desired them less than ever. I sought for nothing but communion with my own thoughts. These were of but one tenour:  they always hied away to past scenes, to my sisters' company. I revived their tones, their gestures, their thousand conversations, and little incidents which happened before and after our father's death. We were a family of love, my Julia. You never knew my sisters, Julia, did you? I wish you had known them, for you would have loved them dearly, and I should love you more on their account; yet, not more than now, for that's impossible.

My life, for three years, was without any variety. I retired to my chamber alone. I rose on the morrow, and dispatched the little offices required in the family. I then sat down alone to my needle. I had no visitants. I never saw a human creature but what some domestic business brought to the house. My room looked into a back court, whither, in summer time, I often moved my seat; but only because my sisters, when they were alive, used to do so. My brother went to market for us, and relieved me and my mother of every out-of-door engagement.

I did nothing but sew. This is my trade, you know; but habit had likewise made it my amusement. It was what my sisters used to do. It agreeably employed, without tiring or engrossing my attention. Instead of hindering my favourite reflections, it rather aided and promoted them. And these were favourite reflections.

My dearest brother was uneasy on my account. He sets a great value upon what he calls intelligence, wit, that taste and those accomplishments for which my Julia is so much extolled. Often has he tried to instil the same spirit into me; but my perverse temper would not admit them, and especially after my sisters' death. He thought it would divert my melancholy; but, what he called so, was precious to my soul. There was nothing in it peevish, or sullen, or mopeful. It softened my heart; more pliant it made me; more prone to pity; more affectionate than ever. I do not even know, after a time, whether my state of mind ought to be called suffering. It was solemn and museful: it endeared to me, it made me cherish my loneliness and my reserve. Often did it make me weep, but never, when a few months had passed, was I visited by any thing that might be called despair or anguish.

My sisters were dead to me, but not to themselves, and to me only for a time; and I looked forward with rapture to the day when I should meet them again, to be severed from their side no more. With these feelings, the books that my brother brought to me and urged me to read, had no charms for me. I opened them and read, because I would oblige my brother; but I quickly laid them aside, or rather they fell from my reluctant hand, in spite of me. So it was with his harp, too. He put himself to great expense to get one for me, and I tried to play, that I might please him; but my sisters had parted with theirs at my father's death, among other costly articles. They continued to sing, and one of my delights was to repeat their songs; but the harp was not musical to me; it was foreign to my feelings. At my persuasion, he sold it again. It was unsuitable for one in my low situation. I had no time for so pompous a pleasure.

In the evening twilight, if the weather allowed, I walked; for this had always been the custom of my sisters. How mournfully delicious were my walks! How full of rapturous sensations! They all had intimate connection with past enjoyments, with the images of Marianne and Sally. I loved to tread in their very footsteps, to sit upon the same rocks, to make the same characters in the sand, and repeat their observations as they looked upon the ripling waters, the sailing of the fish-hawk, and the rolling of the porpoises.

See, my Julia, into what a theme you have led me. I could write in this strain forever, but must stop here. I will shortly resume again. Adieu.

LETTER IV.

June 21.

And so, it seems you are much interested with my story; and request me, with great earnestness, to proceed with it. You shall not, my beloved friend, ask me twice.

I was describing, I believe, my state of mind for three years after my sisters' death.

One proof I may give of how much I was absorbed in my own thoughts during that time. Would you believe that I was wholly unacquainted with what was passing abroad in the world? I never heard a whisper of the dreaded machinations and encroachments of Indians and French. Braddock's expedition, and Colonel Washington's exploits, were never heard of; or, if heard, were never attended to or understood by me.

A woman, indeed, has little to do with politics; but what woman but myself could fail of hearing, at least, the name of persons and places like these, especially of those in which all the colonies were supposed to have so much concern? The very children, as I now remember to have noticed, were listing into troops and companies, and one's ears were forever dinned by the homely ditty of

"Fire in the mountains! run boys, run!"

Yet I was no ways curious to know the cause of all these panics and commotions. In truth, I was not fully aware that there were any such abroad in the world.

My mother's indisposition was what chiefly roused my attention at last. Returning from the country, she was caught in a violent rain. A rheumatism was the consequence, which deprived her of the use of her limbs. These, after a long time, she very imperfectly recovered; but, unhappily, her sight failed, and now, alas! she is totally blind.

I had always done my utmost to make my mother's life comfortable; but, while in health, she did not use to require much of my presence and attendance, but now these became almost constantly necessary. She used to prefer attending to family matters, and, as there were only her and myself, the affairs of our little dwelling were easily managed. Our two cups of tea a-piece, morning and night, our hash of veal or stewed pullet at noon, were prepared and despatched with very little trouble; and this trouble it was her choice to take chiefly on herself.

She hated needle-work of any kind, being never brought up to it; and her chief amusement was to sit, with her fan in hand, at the window, and look upon the passengers in the road. She spent many weeks in summer with a friend in the country, when my solitude was perfect and undisturbed. For a long time, her evenings were without amusement; and, as she still kept to the custom of going late to bed and rising late, were very tedious, except when enlivened by the droppings-in of our neighbours. As to me, my evening hours were spent like the noon-day ones, at my needle, till my mother's infirmities supplied me with a new task.

One evening a neighbour brought in the Pilgrim's Progress, and read to us a few passages. These pleased my mother so much that she undertook to read the rest of the book herself; the first time, I believe, that she had ever conceived such a design. She always read aloud, and my attention was insensibly and somewhat engaged in that whimsical allegory; but it was at my choice to attend to her or not; and other books of the same kind that she afterwards got and read, had little or no power to please me.

My mother's blindness made some-amusement of this kind more necessary than ever, while it hindered her from amusing herself. So I took up the book which she was obliged to lay down. My employments were increased in many ways. All the family offices which she had done while in health, now fell to me, besides many attentions needful to her personal ease; and my evenings were always spent in reading to her; and this has continued almost just so for four years. You will rightly suppose that I have read a good deal in that time, and will wonder, perhaps, how I have reaped so little improvement from the exercise; but pray, Julia, consider that I do not read to please myself, but my mother, whose taste, and not my own, is to be consulted in the choice of books. These books are not, I suspect, the best suited to awaken the dormant curiosity, and improve the judgment of one like your Jessy. 

I was seldom much interested in the page, so I read without attention to it; and at last I got into the habit of uttering words like a parrot, without knowing their meaning. This, you will easily see, must make me a very poor reader, since, without understanding the sentence, no one, I imagine, can lay that stress and make those pauses that the sense must doubtless require: but well or ill read, it was all one to my mother, and quite the same thing to me, so it was but read.

But a worse consequence than that is, the habit of reading inattentively; that, I fear, I shall never get over; and my indifference to books, and the waste of so many precious hours; waste I call it, but only in one sense were they wasted. As contributing to lighten my mother's cares, I rejoice that my time has been applied so, and that her taste for reading came in time to put it so much in my power to gratify the dear woman.

Did you not ask me, when lately talking on the subject, what kind of reading our's was? Story, Julia, story; nothing else, you may well suppose; and trifling, prolix stories, too, in general; with very few exceptions.Tales of voyages and shipwrecks delighted me most, and, indeed, my mamma was best pleased with such. That was natural, you know, from their resemblance to the often-told adventures of my father; but there were few of those to be had. We borrowed an odd volume of an huge collection by Churchill, and this we always returned to when other things were wanting; and, for my own part, I read it so often, that I have absolutely many parts of it by rote. 

Does not this seem a little inconsistent with what I said before as to my ignorance and my aversion to books? Not a little, I believe; but reflect, my friend, that I read the book, not for the book's sake, but purely in compliance with my mother's wishes. Among so many impressions thus made, a few must needs remain, but they remain in my memory, and not my understanding. I read, in most cases, without comprehending the sense. What I comprehend, I make haste to forget; and what I remember, I never recall on purpose to reflect upon it, and if I did, my remembrances are not of the useful kind; not connected with my sex or condition.

This volume of Churchill, for instance; a long account of China, by a Jesuit called Navarette. For one sentence of intelligence respecting China, there are three of quotations from St. Austin, and a certain Cornelius a Lapide, whom I take to be some friar who wrote comments on the bible. Next comes travels of two Missionaries into Congo; then a Dutchman's journey into Egypt and Persia, full of absurd and incredible stories; then a description of the Ukrane; then a voyage of certain Hollanders to Nova-Zembla,  where most of them were frozen to death; then an embassy of Sir Thomas Roe to Jehangire, the most instructive of all. But what advantage can a girl like me, who never expect to leave my own fire-side, derive from these long accounts of people that died two hundred years ago, and countries that lie, the Lord knows where?

But how I run on! You have given me a theme on which I can fill quires; but I will have some regard to your convenience, and stop here. Adieu.

LETTER V.

June 24.

What a question does my Julia ask! Was I ever in love? You say you do not expect me to answer without some hesitation and faltering, and question, indeed, whether I will condescend to answer you at all.

You are right in some respects. I do hesitate a little; yet, no reason have I that I know of for reluctance: it is the novelty, the unexpectation of your inquiry; that is all, I believe. It was never put to me before, and so I am obliged to pause and recollect.

Was I ever in love? you say. Come; let me try and remember. Why, I think there was a time -- and yet, can love, any thing deserving of that sacred name, find harbour in the bosom if a girl of fifteen? I suppose so. 

The youth was a sweet youth. Shall I describe him? I can if I will -- but I won't.

Why, my beloved Julia, touchedst thou this string? It has made my eyes swim in tears already. It is now seven years since - but twice seven years will not suffice to do away the fond remembrance.

The same storm that swallowed up my father, perhaps - My father loved him, and took him on his last expedition. Full of enterprize and courage was he. I saw him last on the quarter-deck, his eyes sparkling with exultation: so tall! so lovely! an air so noble and aspiring, though only eighteen years old! Alas for me! that he went his voyage!

God forgive me. I thought oftener of him than of my father in their absence; and, when hopeless of their ever returning, my sighs oftener attended the image of the lost friend, than the expiring parent.

I sat down, I assure you, to answer your question, in a half-playful mood; but it is gone, I find. I meant, too, as soon as I got the better of my falterings, to tell you a great deal about him, but I find my bravery will not carry me through. Farewell, my Julia; may thy destiny be more fortunate than that of thy Jessica.

9.

THE ROMANCE OF REAL LIFE

The
 grandson of the earl of W  ‑‑‑‑‑ had received all the advantages of a learned and polite education; was robust, handsome, ingenious, and learned. His mother's family were noble Florentines; his own religion was that of Rome, in which, however, he was nowise zealous. He changed the catholic for the presbyterian religion, and this change, which excited much public attention, has been thus explained.

While a youth of eighteen, abroad upon his travels, he met Miss
 Tenbrook, a young lady of his own age, the only daughter of a German, settled for many years at London, as a banker. Tenbrook, by indefatigable industry, extensive knowledge, and great talents in pecuniary concerns, had amassed a fortune of not less than half a million sterling. His fortune was vested in the funds, and the annual produce of it supplied the expences
 of four prodigal sons, with his own frugal establishment, and that of his only daughter.

Tenbrook's sons were young men not altogether destitute of merit. They had been brought up without the benefits of education; were volatile, impetuous, addicted to expensive pleasures, and superior to that controul which an easy tempered father was capable of claiming over them. They contrived to obtain and to expend nearly the whole of their father's immense income. Little more was left than was barely sufficient to maintain himself in a frugal way.

Their sister, the youngest of the five children, formed an exception to all those rules which some theorists have laid down for explaining the varieties of human character. The temper and habits of her parents, her brothers, her companions, her instructors, found no likeness, no spirit of imitation or conformity in her. Even her person and countenance bespoke no kind of affinity to them. Some superior power had given her beauty, genius, and discretion. Heaven, it seemed, had atoned, by its munificence to her, for its parsimony to the rest of her family. The father's temper, though it could not withhold from the importunities or stratagems of his sons the interest of his fortune, would, by no arts, be prevailed upon to violate the principal. This, however, he intended at his death to divide among his sons, leaving to his daughter a pittance just above nothing. This unequal distribution had been dictated by a narrow and jealous heart, wrought upon by the artifices of the youngest and most worthless of his sons, whose resentment his sister had provoked by rescuing him, against his will, from the fangs of a profligate mistress. This unbrotherly plotter had instilled into the old man doubts of the fidelity of his deceased wife, the plotter's own mother. To this end his ingenious malice had made the very virtues and graces of his sister instrumental. In these respects she differed from the family as widely as she closely resembled one of her mother's friends. To complete the ruin of the young lady, a husband was provided for her, whom her principles and inclinations equally rejected. To shun a forced marriage she took refuge with a female friend, whom she accompanied to Italy, and with whom she was found by the grandson of the earl of W  ‑‑‑‑‑

This youth's family were among the most ancient and illustrious families in Britain. The present earl was an enthusiast in his religion, which was Romish; deeply imbued with the prejudice of birth; anxious to preserve the purity of his bloo‑d; and, at the same time, to restore his line to its due elevation, by the marriage of his grandson to his cousin, the heiress of the elder and more wealthy branch of his family. To this cousin the young man had already been contracted, and the contract was to be completed on her reaching sixteen.

In these circumstances commenced an intimacy between the young man and Mary Tenbrook, a girl excellent, indeed, in person and mind, but stigmatized as illegitimate, and renounced by her own father; sprung from a German fugitive and pedlar, the imputations on whose early life his subsequent prosperity had not entirely effaced; a sincere devotee to the presbyterian faith; and a woman entirely exempted from the desire to be either great or rich. The young man had passed much of his life in Italy, from which country his mother had derived her birth, and where he had numerous relations, one of whom was a cardinal and bishop. His education had been adapted to inspire him with all the sentiments suitable to his birth, his religion, and hisfuture prospects. How, then, shall we explain the attachment which this young man conceived for Mary Tenbrook? How shall we account for an influence obtained without stratagem, and even without an effort of any kind? Nay, such was the lady's moderation and good sense, such was her command over her passions, that she for some time directed all her wishes and her efforts to liberate him from a voluntary yoke; to restore him to the path which his own interest and the hopes of his family had traced for him.

After many sincere but ineffectual efforts, the lady's zeal began to relax in one point. She began to fancy something like a providential agency in the events that had happened, and to imagine herself selected as an instrument for converting the young man to her own faith. In this contest she had to contend with learning, ingenuity, a faith, if not conformable to truth, yet embraced with ardour  and sincerity, and fortified by every species of prejudice. Yet nobody perhaps will be surprised at her success, who remembers that her convert was in love, and that the acceptance of his vows, though not the promised recompence
 of his conversion, was absolutely hopeless without it.

If this change be a memorable example of the triumph of passion over reason in him, her consent to a clandestine marriage was perhaps a no less memorable proof of the same thing in her. To this close their affairs were, however, gradually brought, after numberless struggles and misgivings on both sides, for four years. The ceremony took place on the eve of his return to his own country, on a mandate of his grandfather to that purpose. The old lord was anxious to complete the great hope of his life before he took his final leave of it. The heiress of C ‑‑‑‑‑ had now attained her sixteenth year, and the grandfather rejoiced that his worn‑out constitution had lasted, though scarcely it had lasted, to a period so auspicious.

A more melancholy journey than that of the young man to England cannot easily be conceived. He was going to overwhelm his venerable parent with the bitterest disappointment; to abjure, in his presence, that religion in which he had been brought up, which his grandfather deemed indipensable to his honour here, and his salvation hereafter. If the infamy of such apostacy were capable of aggravation, it would be aggravated beyond measure by the sex, age, and station of the author of the change. If this calamity could be made more heavy, there was added to it a clandestine marriage, disquaiified by every circumstance to afford him any satisfaction on its own account, and frustrating, in its consequences, all his darling projects for securing the honour, exalting the lustre, and maintaining the faith of his family. The young man ran over, in his mind, the catalogue of benefits which he had received from his parent, and the inevitable death which the hastening interview was preparing for him. To these considerations, to which his generous mind annexed most weight, he could not forget to add the total loss of property. Such complicated transgressions would undoubtedly induce his grandfather to bequeath his whole estate to the representative of the elder branch. To be left totally without subsistence was an inevitable consequence: and such was his unhappy‑fate, that he had exasperated, in a still more flagrant degree, his maternal kindred, and forfeited their countenance and favour.

Immersed in these mournful reflections, he arrived in London. Every hour which brought him nearer to his grandfather, augmented his terror of the meeting. How to extricate himself from his disastrous situation, he knew not. Sometimes he resolved to wave a personal interview, and acquaint the earl with the melancholy truth by letter. Sometimes he determined to return, in secret and disguised, to his wife, and retire with her to some unknown and sequestered asylum, where, abjuring his name and rank, he might pass the rest of his days in quiet and obscurity. The more he reflected upon the latter scheme, the more eligible it became. His connection with Miss
 Tenbrook was as yet an unsuspected secret. His sudden disappearance, while thus upon his journey to his paternal residence, would be ascribed to any cause but the true one. His grandfather would be saved the pain of knowing the extent of his offences, and his death would give the fugitive the right of reappearing in his proper character, and claiming his inheritance. He had little hope, indeed, of persuading his wife into acquiescence with his scheme, but on this little hope he chose to build, and on the third day of his arrival in England, he carried his design into execution.

The surprise, the conjectures, the searches occasioned by this disappearance  may be easily imagined. The heir of so illustrious a house could not be missing for anhour without emotions that extended beyond the circle of his own family. So well laid, however, was his scheme, so artful hifs disguise, that no tidings could be gained of him, and week after week, and month after month, passed away without affording to the family the smallest clue to his retreat, or the slightest evidence of his being dead or living.

His hopes, with regard to his wife, were entirely defeated by her obstinacy. She disapproved his conduct; she refused to sanction or countenance it in any manner; and nothing but the dread of what his despair might dictate, prevented her from apprising the old earl of the whole truth. Though she would not bear him company, she was prevailed upon to keep his secret; and they parted with a declared resolution, on her side, of never acknowledging or receiving him as her husband, till he chose to act with candour and uprightness; and a determination, on his, of burying himself in some remote place till his grandfather's decease should smooth the way to his return.

Here was a romantic situation! A fancy that delights in the strange and new would be amply gratified by the tale of his subsequent adventures; but it is not in our power minutely to relate them. All we know is, that his mysteries involved him in many troubles and embarrassments; and that, after two years wandering, he came to the resolution of resuming his own character, and returning to his family. He made up his mind to encounter firmly all the consequences of a disclosure of his situation.

A second time, with these views, he arrived in London, and sat down to inform the aged earl of his intended visit. In the task he was interrupted by a passage in a newspaper, which informed him that his kinsman was dead. This event removed all difficulties in his way. His claim to the succession was barred by no will and no competitor, and Miss
 Tenbrook consented, in due time, to a second and public marriage.

This event, which placed his daughter in a station so exalted, had some influence in appeasing the resentment and ill‑will of the father. This kindly sentiment, however, was for some time prevented from ripening into a cordial reconcilement, by the arts of him who had originally caused the breach. This young man's career, however, was brought by his vices to an untimely close. He quarrelled and fought with a friend about the very courtezan whom his sister had formerly prevented him from marrying, and received a wound, of which, a few days after, he died. He died not, however, before his compunction had obtained his sister's forgiveness, and restored her to her father's favour.

The three surviving brothers had been separated, at an early age, by their rival claims and mutual envy. They agreed in nothing but in fleecing their father of his money, and spending it in riot and extrava . gance.  Their sister was extremely anxious to reclaim and reconcile them, but the task, notwithstanding all her efforts, was very imperfectly accomplished. Many years had elapsed since they had met, and an accident which brought them to London at the same time, afforded an opportunity for the sister to converse with them in person. After much reasoning and persuasion, they consented to meet at her house, on friendly terms: but see the mysterious workings of destiny! After dining together in harmony, they proceeded to pay a visit to their father. For this purpose they took a boat to cross the Thames. A sudden gust of wind, aided by the unskillfulness of the waterman, overturned the boat, and being never taught to swim, the three were drowned. The father survived his loss but a little while, and, dying, bequeathed his whole fortune to his surviving child, and her descendants.

Such are the outlines of part of the history of one of the noblest families in Great Britain, as given in a late publication. What a fine groundwork would this be for invention to improve and build upon! Unfortunately, the aid of invention is indispensable, since the very authenticity of the general facts places the minuter particulars entirely out of our reach.

                                                                                                                         W.

10.

INSANITY:
A Fragment

- He is an unfortunate kinsman of ours (said Mrs. Ellen) who has been for some years, a lunatic. She related his story, on my manifesting a curiosity to know the particulars, at some length. This was the substance of it.


Archibald was a youth of very lively parts. His sensibility had become diseased by an assiduous study of those romancers and poets who make love the basis of their fictions. He had scarcely grown up when he contracted a passion for a woman whose chief merit consisted in her beauty. A new object quickly succeeded. Though he loved for a time, with every appearance of ardour, it was perceived that his affections were easily transferred to a new object, and easily dissolved by absence. Love, however, was his element . He could not exist without it. To sigh, to muse, to frame elegies, was the business of his life. Provided there were some object to receive his amorous devoirs, it seemed nearly indifferent what the rea:l qualifications of the object were. His friends prevailed upon him to put himself under the care of a merchant in Ireland. His situation required that he should qualify himself for some profession, and that of a merchant was chosen by him as liable to the fewest objections. After some time, however, he was brought back to his friends a maniac. A phrenzy at ftrst furious and terrible, subsided into a melancholy harmless to others, but gloomy, silent, and motionless. With scarcely a change of attitude, without opening his lips except to converse on his own misfortunes, on the events that caused his despair, he has remained for some years an example of the fatal effects of addicting the undisciplined mind to books in which nature is so fantastically and egregiously belied. These were the circumstances that produced an effect so mournful.


He had scarcely been settled in his new abode at Cork, when he became attached to a daughter of a wealthy family between which and that in which he

was accepted, and she gave her own in return, and no very distant day was fixed for ratifying the exchange at the altar. Before it arrived, however, tidings reached him, by what means I shall not mention, of the fate of the Irish lady; of her voluntary death in consequence of the belief of his inconstancy. Of the mistaken grounds of this belief, of the means by which it had been produced he was wholly ignorant. As his inconstancy was real, he supposed that she was apprized of no more than the truth. The effect of this information may be easily conceived. He broke off his present connexion, and immediately embarked for Europe, and having arrived at Cork, proceeded without delay to procure an interview with the lady's family. His purpose was to obtain their assent to a proposal sufficiently singular. It was no other than that the vault in which the lady had been interred, should be opened, and he himself be permitted to take a last view of the corpse. He urged his demand with the energy of phrenzy, and at length succeeded.

The solemn period of midnight was selected; the vault was opened in presence of the desperate lover and some of the family of the deceased. They descended the stair-case, and I almost shudder to describe the object that saluted their sight. They beheld the lady, not decently reposing in her coffin and shrouded with a snow-white mantle, but naked: ghastly, stretched on the floor at the foot of the stair-case, with indubitable tokens of having died a second time, a victim to terror and famine. It is not to be wondered at, that a spectacle like this, plunged the unhappy lover into phrenzy the most outrageous. He was torn from the spot, and speedily delivered to the care of his friends.


This story was told by Mrs. E. circumstantially: and of course with much greater minuteness than it is here related.


And is this all, said I? What is his present condition?


Mr. Ellen took up the tale. Such, said he, are the events which are related by the sufferer. These were the topics of his ravings, and this the eternal theme of his more coherent eloquence, when the first paroxysms of his phrenzy had subsided. Such I say, is his own narrative; but I hardly expect to be believed, when I add, that the whole existed only in his own imagination: that not one of those circumstances which my wife has related ever took place: hat the whole is a dream, regarded by him indeed as unquestionable reality, but having not the slightest foundation in truth. The period which he imagines to be filled with those events, was passed by him in performing the duties of his new profession: to which, however, he entertained great disrelish; and in wandering at times of leisure among the wildernesses of a romantick 158country,
 attended only by some favourite author, or delivering himself up to the reveries of his fancy. On his return from one of those excursions, which had been longer than usual, the first tokens of insanity were observed. The symptoms rapidly increased, and the consequences were such as have been related.


Indeed, said  I, you have good reason for doubting the assent of your hearers to the truth of such a story. Romeo, who seems to resemble your Archibald in some things, was, I thought, the best specimen of an amorous madman that could be produced, but your enthusiast outstrips Romeo's extravagance by many degrees. Besides, my dear Madam, you seem to assign a strange cause for your kinsman's insanity. I cannot perceive how any course of reading could possibly lead any mind so far astray.


There, William, said Mr. Ellen, I agree with you. I think Sally was wrong in imagining that books of any sort tended in the least to give its peculiar shape to her cousin's insanity.


Well, said the lady, I may be wrong in my theory, but of my facts I had too many opportunities to know the truth concerning my poor cousin, to have any doubts about them.


11.

OMAR AND FATIMA;
OR, THE APOTHECARY OF ISPAHAN.
A PERSIAN TALE

There 
are few persons in the least acquainted with Ispahan, but what will recollect, that as you enter the city by the gate Haly,  when you have passed the two dwarf columns which are inscribed with Arabic characters, you find yourself in a street that leads directly to the Bazar, which you naturally hurry through as fast as possible, because the whole of it is inhabited by Armenians, who are either tanners,  curriers,  or the manufacturers of a great variety of leathern articles. You then turn the corner on the right hand, which introduces you into another street, equally spacious and gay, being inhabited by bower-fletchers, armourers, feather-dressers, and, ascending a flight of steps, arrive at a gallery, in which, stuck by the side of each other, like the boxes upon their shelves, live all the druggists and apothecaries.

Whether this mode of building was anciently practised, or of modern invention, is too curious a disquisition, and too useful a speculation, to be entered upon without more consideration, more time, more paper, and more patience, than can, in the present instance, be devoted to it. In fact it contains the germ from which one day may spring a folio; and I, alas! am at present confined to a few pages in a magazine.

This exordium was begun, continued, and ended, at the door of the shop of Nadir, the apothecary, which, it is well known, was situated in that part of the gallery which overlooks the Bazar, and, in an oblique direction, glances at the famous fountain of sha  Abbas, which stands at the north corner,

Nadir was a man of literature, of science, and, which was still better, of honour and integrity; but he was a singular being, and would, in a metropolis less polite than Ispahan, have been denominated "a queer fellow;" for he shrunk from society, was devoted to contemplation and study, and, which was much worse, he was poor.

The beauty 'of one of the finest days of a Persian autumn had induced Nadir to cease from his labours (or, rather, as he had no particular occasion for them, his amusesement), in pounding a few coarse drugs in an old mortar with a broken pestle, and leaving his shop door wide open without any fear of being robbed, even had not the police of the city been so good as it actually was, to cross the gallery, and lean upon the balustrade, from which he had the pleasure of observing a most plentiful market in the most disinterested point of view, as he had not money sufficient to enable him to become the purchaser of the smallest article.

In this state of mind and pocket, the unfortunate apothecary was destined to behold baskets of the choicest fruit, of the most exquisite viands of every description, piles of the finest bread, cakes, and confectionary, pails of milk, and jars of honey, carried away, as the saying is, "under his very nose;" and as nothing is so likely to produce an appetite as having such a prospect without the means to gratify our desires, he found his inward man so affected with a gastric sensation, that he called to a venerable matron, ancient as the arch upon which his shop rested, and ordered her to bring him some refreshment, exclaiming at the same time, "Wretch that I am! with taste and 'sensibility to enjoy the good things of this world, yet, in the present instance, they vanish from before me, like the visionary banquets of the promised paradise from the grasp of sceptical Heb,  and I am condemned, by the unfortunate salubrity of the place wherein I have settled, to live upon rice and water like a bramin!"

"And you have so little of the former left," said the old woman, as she presented him with a plate of the aliment and a glass of the menstruum, "that without we have speedily a fresh supply, I foresee that you will be reduced to live upon your own medicines."

"You do not talk like an apothecary," said Nadir, "if you expect that I could exist upon them in the way you suggest."

"It is a lamentable thing," she replied, "that you can neither take them yourself, nor get any one else to do it."

At this instant a person in the dress of a Mahometan faquir (which, being a sect that aspires sometimes to the dignity of Moullah, are more regular in their apparel than the other, who profess to be the disciples of Brumma) stood before them; and, hearing this colloquy betwixt the old woman and her master, said, "You are mistaken, for I hope the whole world will take his medicines, if this is the learned apothecary Nadir, whose fame, wafted on the wings of the four winds, has reached me in my retreat in the Diamond Mountains, which you know lie to the east of Golconda."

"I know very little about the matter," said Nadir; "Diamond Mountains and Golconda are names connected with riches; therefore I hope, that my fame,
 which it appears from your statement is a far greater traveller than my person, has met with more success in the world."

"Son!" said the faquir, "never repine at the dispensations of Providence!"

At the appellation son, the apothecary looked earnestly in the face of the faquir, and replied: "Father, though you are at least half a century younger than myself, as you appear in a religious habit, which I judge to be considerably older than the wearer, your phrase is correct. So, having adjusted this weighty matter, I should enquire if, medically or morally, I can afford you any assistance?"

"Medically," cried the faquir, "I think you may. I find myself tired and faint."

"Set out the arm-chair, Tamira!" said Nadir. "Lean upon me, most venerable father. Sol now let me look at your tongue."

"My tongue!"

"Yes!" returned the apothecary. "Good! I am perfectly satisfied. This examination will be complete when I have felt your pulse; one, two, three; so! so! so!"
"Well!" said the faquir, "what do you think of my case!"

"A very common one among my patients. I fear I have scarcely enough of one sort of medicine left to furnish for it a single dose. However, though I am labouring under the same disorder, hospitality obliges me to relieve you. Here! swallow this plate of rice!"

"Rice!" said the faquir; "I am not much used to feed upon rice!"

''No!" he continued: "why I thought your vows obliged you to eat nothing else, except you were sensually inclined to ornament your dish with a garnish of herbs. The conduit, over the way, of our once sublime and immortal sultan, who died at the age of thirty, will supply us with plenty of water. You need not use any discretion with respect to drinking."

"Then it seems to be your opinion that I want nothing but food?"

"Solid and liquid: you want nothing else, depend upon it."

"It is a pity to starve in the midst of a market."

"That was exactly my idea," said Nadir, "when you entered the gallery."

"Why then did you not avail yourself of this opportunity to purchase?"

"Alas! venerable father," returned Nadir, "I had not come from Golconda."

"I understand you: you had not the means," said the faquir. "I have," he continued, and unbuckling his girdle, produced a long leathern purse."In this there are fifteen tomans. I am under no restrictive vows; therefore let this ancient matron descend into the market before it be too late, and purchase whatsoever you wish. I am weary; I shall tarry in this city some time; therefore., son, I mean to follow your prescription, and, in order to fill up the vacuum in my exhausted system, to eat, drink, and enjoy myself."

"What is your name?" said Nadir.

"Ismael," returned the faquir.

"Then, good Ismael," he continued, "though you might probably enjoy yourself with your fifteen tomans, a sum I hardly believed to have been in the exchequer, what must become of me? It is impossible that I can partake."

"Why?"

"For this reason: I am a man, most reverend father Ismael! that, as you may perceive, has lived long in the world, devoted to study, fond of contemplating the works of art and the wonders of nature. I have consequently, in my researches, not suffered the human system to be unexplored. In fact, I have examined it both physically and ethically. With this propension of mind, you will not wonder that I am poor; but you will wonder when I inform you, that I still am the possessor of two gems more valuable than any that your mines of Golconda can boast; these, I fear, would be sullied if I were to accept your favours." 

"What gems?" 

"I mean," continued Nadir, "my piety and my honour. You, Ismael, are, however you may have attempted to disguise that circumstance, a very youg man; therefore, when you produce such immense riches, and wish to apply them in favour of so slight an acquaintance, I, who am apt to look below the surface of things, may very well doubt the correctness of their acquisition."

"You think," said Ismael, "that this paltry purse contains immense riches! I could very easily produce fifty times the sum! Nay, start not, Nadir! I honour you for your delicacy as much as I do for your sagacity. To piety and honour I am as much devoted as yourself: I therefore know, that these virtues produce in the human mind a generosity of thinking and acting, which frequently rises superior even to the general dictates of frigid caution, contracted philosophy, or commercial calculation. I seek you as an adviser; I address you as a friend: receive these tomans; as a loan if you please: let me place others in your hands for security; banish suspicion, and have the generosity to believe me for the moment to be what I appear. Let this evening be devoted to rest on my part, to relaxation from the fatigues of study on yours; a short time will probably explain the motives that induced me to seek this interview."

"At which of the four caravansaries in the Bazar do you lodge?" said Nadir.

"I have no lodging in Ispahan," replied Ismael; "and as I will fairly state to you, that from the professional inquisitiveness of their keepers, and the officers of the police stationed at those places, with respect to strangers, it would be extremely inconvenient to go to either of them, I hope you will suffer  me to lodge with you."

"But your habit," said Nadir.

"My habit," continued Ismael, "may cover me in your house, but it would probably discover me there; therefore I hope you will comply with my request."

"That," said Nadir, "is presuming a good deal upon my credulity; I am inclined to trust you; but, alas! although I have rooms, they are unfurnished, consequently I have no accommodations; however, Abud my neighbour has, where I will be answerable for your safety."

Whether the appearance and frankness of the faquir; whether the means of indulging his appetite, which the tomans, still lying on the counter, presented; or that curiosity which is natural to the Persians, and was also professionally incident to Nadir; whether one or all these causes operated is uncertain. The sage of Zulpha, who first recorded this story, was not, like many European sages, gifted with that omniscient power which enables them in a moment to pervade the recesses, and develop
 the foldings of the human heart. He, therefore, has not stated more than he knew; which was, that the apothecary placed the tomans in his till, which till that time had never inclosed the twentieth part of so much wealth, and subtracting one from the heap, he gave it to Tamira, telling her to hasten to the market,and purchase materials for an entertainment worthy of a guest who seemed possessed of the riches of Golconda, and the generosity of Aurengzebe.

Here let us pause a little, in order, in the first instance, to mention that useful, but too much neglected  part  of  the human species , who are never courted except upon the stimulations of pain, or at the suggestions of interest, and whom we christians at least out of their hearing, have agreed to term old women; and in the second, to observe, that this apellation has been known to take a wider range, and mount to situations in which no female, old or young, except Pope Joan or Joan of Arc, ever sat or acted.

It has, to continue this speculation, been known to have been applied to the judicial bench of Persia, to the justice seat, nay to places still more solemn and sacred, such as the heads of colleges of dervises, &c.; and here, also, we have heard of old women at the heads of houses, of courts, of armies, of administrations, of municipalities, &c.: but the Persian historian had heard nothing of this, he has therefore only mentioned the respect which is paid to the ancient part of the fair sex in their proper stations; and further, that Tamira, for integrity, for fidelity, and affection to her master, for experience in domestic concerns, and general sagacity, was an excellent representative of all the old women in Ispahan.

She had, after an education in the house of Abud, descended like an heir-loom to honest Nadir from his father, a physician of great genius, little practice, and much humility, as appears by his only making his son an apothecary. We should never have been able to ascertain her age, had she not in the heat of a medical dispute, the only disputes which she ever had with her master, said, she well remembered the erection of the obelisk which they had every day before their eyes, to commemorate the recovery of sha  Sefi from intemperance. Nadir, therefore, whom she had, by the shrewdness of her observations and the sagacity of her interrogatories in his profession, both piqued and puzzled, maliciously calculated the period in which she had been acquiring this experience; he found that forty-six years had passed since the event which the obelisk recorded; which, added to the age she was when she came into the possession of his father, fixed her's at near seventy.

Tamira, however she might have acquired her medical skill, must, from the frugality of the board of Nadir, have certainly become a cook by inspiration or intuition. But, no matter to what or whom she was obliged for her culinary science, it is certain that she was one of the best cooks in Ispahan. Of this she now gave a specimen; for while we have been digressing, and Nadir, with the sage Ismael, were engaged in the discussion of general topics in the shop, she had, under the influence of the toman we have mentioned, furnished such an entertainment as never had before been seen in the house of Nadir, nor indeed of his ancestors.

The honest apothecary, when he entered the eating-room, was thunderstruck at the sight of the variety of viands spread before him, and the taste that was displayed in their disposition. "Reverend father," said he to the young faquir, "I fear that these temptations to sensual indulgence will leave the stings of remorse, if not the consequences of intemperance, behind them." 

''Son!'' cried Ismael, "fear nothing, but, as our prophet ordains, eat and live!''

Hospitality is the virtue of the Persians. It came into the head of Nadir, just as he was sitting down to table, that as he had been obliged to his neighbour Abud for many a dinner, he ought to send for him to partake of this.

The faquir, as Abud was to be his landlord, had no objection. A slave of his, who was in the shop at the time, was instantly dispatched for his master, who soon after arrived; and this trio, attended by Tamira and the youth, continued at table perhaps fifty times as long as the Arabian physician to the grand lama, who wrote the golden book in praise of abstinence, would have allowed.

In this hour of conviviality, the minds of all the parties expanded: Nadir discerned that his young friend had genius and learning sufficient to qualify him for any situation; Abud wondered what could induce him to appear as a faquir, and agreed that he should become his inmate; Tamira, while she was amazed at his temperance with all those good things before him, admired him for his beauty and generosity; and the young slave, who had busied himself with the fruit and sweetmeats, thought that he had never seen a set so truly agreeable. In this disposition were all the parties, when the deities that presided over darkness let fall their sable curtains before the towers of Ispahan; a hint to our company, in common with the other inhabitants of this populous city, to retire to their repose.

Had
 it been for a wager of ten times the number of tomans that were in the till of Nadir, the sun and the sage could not have risen more punctually together. While the former, with its oblique rays, was gilding the turrets, the minerets, the triumphal arches, and all the variety of sublime objects which distinguished the imperial city of Ispahan, the latter, having taken his diurnal station, was, with the utmost composure, leaning over the balustrade before his shop; and while smoking a pipe of at least six feet long, contemplating the pavement of the bazar,  on which nothing was to be discerned. It was not market‑day, and consequently the pavement of the bazar was as smooth and unoccupied as a new shorn field.

When the sage had finished his pipe and his cogitations, which, whatsoever might have been their subject, terminated in wonder at what could have induced Tamira to sleep so much beyond her usual time, for now the gnomon of the dial cast its shade upon the figure indicating the seventh hour, and the trumpets from the  minerets summoned him to prayers.

"Not accustomed to much indulgence," said Nadir, as he performed his ablutions, "poor Tamira is an instance that one gratification demands another; she feasted yesterday, she sleeps this morning."

Turning to the twelve hundred and thirty‑first page of the Abridqment of the Philosopher of Zulpha's labours, we find that Nadir, who had shut his door, and hastened to the mosque, was mistaken in his conjectures respecting his housekeeper, for the vigilant Tamira had risen before either the sun or himself, and also that she had left the house. To conjecture where she was gone puzzled the sagacious apothecary at his return, and almost obliterated the remembrance of his quondam guest. All that he could rest upon was, that she, having some part of the toman left had sallied forth to procure such necessaries as were wanted in the house.

Satisfied with this suggestion, he breakfasted upon some of the vestiges of the preceding day's entertainment.

Some persons came in, either for medicine, or to have some trifling operations performed. The day advanced. The sun was fast ascending to its meridian height. The shade of the gnomon of the dial had considerably passed the eleventh hour. The apothecary had a few, and but a very few, visits to make; politeness demanded that he should call upon his guest. Tamira had, in his absence, been used to act as his deputy; she was not to be found: what was to be done in this dilemma?

While he was wearying himself with conjecture, a slave entered, and put into his hand a note. Nadir, thinking that it was a prescription, went behind the counter, put on his spectacles, and read.

"Abud requests immediately to see his neighbour Nadir."

"Ah!" said the apothecary, "here is another martyr to intemperance. However, it is fortunate that I can visit the man as a patient to whose house I was going as a friend. Repletion," he continued, as he swallowed a piece of melon and three or four cakes, "is what destroys us all. Well might the Arabian physician write the Golden Book of Abstinence. Well might the sages of Delhi recommend rice and water to the municipality of that luxurious city."

Nadir desired the slave to look to his shop while he waited upon his master, put a few medicines under his caftan, and sallied forth.

The house of Abud was in the north angle of the Meydan. "The illness of the master of this mansion," said he, as he entered, "seems to have had but little effect on his slaves, for I think that I never discerned them more cheerful. Where is my friend Abud? In bed, I suppose," he continued.

"In bed," replied one of the attendants, "at noon! My master has been up these six hours."

''Ah!'' said the apothecary, "I know that it is impossible to rest in his disorder. Show me to him. Health to my good neighbour; I guess why you sent for me."

"Do you?" returned Abud; "then you are one of the best guessers in Ispahan.""

"You sent for me," said Nadir, "in consequence of what happened yesterday."

"So I did."

"I know that," he continued; "entertainments of that kind are pleasant, but wrong. Temperance, which is with mussulmans a religious duty, cannot be too strictly enforced. How were you taken?"

"Taken!" said Abud.

"Yes," said the apothecary, "yes; disordered stomach; the head affected; eructations; wind; bile; feverish symptoms. Now I will tell you what I will do for you. In the first place, I have brought an emetic."

"An emetic!" cried Abud.

"Yes! I have compressed it into as small a compass as possible: only a six ounce vial. When this has operated, you shall go to bed."

"To bed!"

"Yes! I shall then administer these powders. After that --"

"After that," said Abud, "You will probably have nothing to do but to lay me out. Are you distracted, neighbour Nadir? Who told you that I was ill ?" 

"Yourself! Did you not inform me so in your note? Who sends for an apothecary when in health? Did you not allow that I had guessed at your disorder? Are not the symptoms visible enough; that kind of wandering fluctuating imbecility of mind which the vulgar term light-headedness, and the learned --"

"Hold! hold!" cried Abud; "if either the vulgar or the learned say that I am sick or light‑headed, nay, was the great Eleazer  and the whole college of Ispahan to concur, I would affirm and prove, that they were equally fools and blockheads. What should make me ill?"

"What made Gehan  Gaur  fall from his throne?" returned Nadir; "excess of eating and drinking: I was fearful that you had been taken in the same way."

"Have no fear upon my account, my good friend Nadir: I must have been light‑headed indeed if I had sent for you for any purpose but to converse with you."

"And yet," said Nadir, "this emetic is one of the finest and pleasantest things in the world."
"Well, then," replied Abud, "let me advise you to take it yourself. But before you swallow the dose, answer me one question, for fear you should not be able to do it after: have you seen your old woman this morning?"

"No!

"Nor my young guest, the faquir?"

"No! "

"Nor heard of them, or either of them?"

"No! no! no!" said the apothecary, as he whispered
 to himself, "I must treat my friend with great tenderness and respect, as he seems to be thoroughly delirious."

"Have you not seen Tamira?" repeated Abud, raising his voice.

"I have not seen her this morning," returned Nadir; "she, I believe, left my house before daybreak."

"Nor the faquir?"

"I have not positively seen him at all. I told you so before; but I do not wonder if in your state of mind ‑ I wish you would take my emetic."

"May Astoreth take your emetic!" exclaimed Abud; "though I question if even his constitution would bear it. Listen to me, neighbour Nadir."

"I do, my dear friend, with respect and reverence. Your discourse begins to be deep. It will soon become oraculous . "

"Whatsoever you may think of my discourse, whether it be deep or shallow, you may depend upon it they have eloped together."

"Who?" cried Nadir.

"Why, the old woman and the young faquir?"

"Who?" repeated Nadir.

"Genius of incredulity, Hosen the second!" cried Abud, in a rage, "I affirm that Tamira and Ismael have eloped together!"

"Poor Abud! I now see how it is," said the apothecary. "Ah!
 I wish you would take my emetic."

"Confound your emetic!'' cried Abud; "pour it into Tartarus, or the Sulphur Lake, or down the red dragon's throat! Are you a sceptic? Will you not believe what I assert?"

"Figuratively I will," said Nadir, "and shall deduce a good moral from it. It is like the story of the prophetess Nuna's (who had lived from the beginning of time) disappearance all at once with the shepherd Cara, who had not existdd twenty years; therefore in your own way tell me how the elopement was effected.''

"Early this morning," returned Abud, "your old woman, whom, from a boy, I never liked --"

"I am glad of it! or you might have eloped with her," said Nadir.

"Came to my house," continued Abud, "My slaves inform me, that she wished to see the young faquir."

"So!" said Nadir.

"After waiting some time, and much altercation, she prevailed upon one of them to show her to the door of his chamber. She knocked; some conversation passed betwixt them; at length she gained admittance."

''What! into his chamber?" cried Nadir. 

"Yes!"

"No!" said the apothecary, "it is impossible!"

"I tell you it is true." Nadir shook his head. Abud continued: "How long they were together no one can tell. When I rose, I went to pay my respects to my guest; the door was wide open, the chamber empty, the birds flown."

"One of them is too old to fly very far," said Nadir. "And so, friend Abud, you believe this story?"

"I know it to be fact!"

"Poor Abud!" continued Nadir; "I question if even the green powder which bears the seal of Solomon would repress this delirium."

"You are still incredulous," said Abud.

"Not at all," said the apothecary, "with respect to your disorder. Fruit has been known to affect the head; and I observed that you yesterday ate a great deal of fruit. But to suppose that the reverend father Ismael and the beautiful virgin Tamira have eloped together, would stagger the credulity  of the great Zaid, who has framed a ladder ascending to the moon, and in that planet peopled a hypothetical world."

"Yet," said Abud, "nothing is more certain. The young faquir is not here."

"True!" returned Nadir; "but he has made a vow of chastity, which he will not break, at least with my old woman."

"Nor is Tamira there?"

"Where?" cried the apothecary.

"At your house," continued Abud.

"Indee she is," said a slave, who had been sent to seek this couple; "I found her in the shop of the learned Nadir."

"I have no doubt but you did," said the apothecary. "Was she alone?"

"Yes. 

"I told you so, friend Abud."

"Where, then," cried Abud, "is the faquir?"

"In his own chamber," replied the slave.

"What! in this house?"

"Yes. "

"I told you so," said Nadir; "eloped indeed! Poor Abud! Now let me persuade you to take my emetic."

"May the black angel take it! I will develop
 these deeds of darkness! I will discover the truth!" exclaimed Abud, as he rushed out of the apartment.

"My friend," said Nadir, as he followed him, "proceeds to the discovery of truth as intemperately as any philosopher in the Persian empire."

The slave had most truly stated that Tamira was at the house of Nadir. She had returned soon after he went to wait upon Abud; and, dismissing the youth that he had left in possession, had arranged every domestic matter, had laid the table, and, from the remains of the preceding day, with a small addition, had prepared him a meal which would have provoked an appetite less keen than that of Nadir when he returned from visiting his friend and his new patients.

His bamboo sofa
 and cushion were placed ready to receive him. Tamira presented him water; he performed his ablution, ate his dinner, during the course of which he observed a most profound silence. As nothing could be more disagreeable to this ancient matron than to be curtailed of those opportunities to speak at meal times, which indeed Nadir generally afforded her, she concluded that he was angry, and had just begun
 to hesitate an apology, when Ismael entered. "You see, son Nadir," said the young faquir, "that I have soon returned your visit, through my desire to see you where I could speak with more freedom than in the presence of Abud, who, though he is not deficient in hospitality, seems rather of a suspicious temper."

"And when he has taken up an opinion, obstinate to a degree," said Tamira. "I am sure," she continued, "my master knows that it is impossible to persuade him even for his good."

"I had a proof of this to‑day," cried Nadir; "for all I could do, he would not take my emetic."

"He ought to have taken all the emetics in your shop," said Ismael, "rather than have seemed to doubt the skill of the learned Nadir, the light of physic, the phosphorus of philosophy. But to have done at once with him, I have determined to leave his house, and have ordered my baggage to yours."

"That," returned the apothecary, "was not an order that could give much trouble to any one; for if I recollect right, all your property, you said, was personal, and your whole baggage enclosed in your purse. That, I will own, contained a mine of riches. However, the objection I stated yesterday remains to‑day in as full force: I have no accommodation."

"None?" said the faquir.

"It is true," continued the apothecary, "that I have two large chambers, but they are empty, and have been so for years: the worms and I were employed in the same way, that is, in turning different sorts of wood into powder; only they rendered all the furniture of my ancestors impalpable without the aid of a pestle and mortar. I hope by this time they have made no scruple to take every grain of it."

"You are certain that these apartments are empty?" said Ismael.

"Unless the genii of Aladin have furnished them," returned the apothecary.

"Well! indulge me with a sight of them."

"'Tis an indulgence which I have not afforded myself these many years," said Nadir, as he ushered up Ismael, followed by the old woman. "You might," he continued, "as easily open the gate of the iron sepulchre of Sergius,  whose tomb was secured under more stones than went to the building of the column in the Aurat  Bazar at Constantinople, for fear it should take a flight into Midair, like that of our holy prophet. Ha! how is this? the key turns with great ease!" he cried, as the door flew open, and discovered an apartment which, though plainly, was handsomely furnished. The astonishment of Nadir deprived him of speech, as he crossed this and went into the interior  room, in which he found a bed, and all the conveniences of a chamber, and every thing perfectly new and neat. "How was this change effected?" he at length exclaimed. "The genii of the lamp have certainly been here?"

"You should rather say, the genii of the mine, son Nadir," said the faquir, "or the genii of your house. The change which you observe in these apartments has been effected by the ingenuity of Tamira aided by the talismanic influence of a certain number of tomans. Every thing may be had for money in Ispahan."

"Then this was the business," returned Nadir, "that you and Tamira were engaged in this morning, when the sagacious Abud said that you had eloped."

"Certainly! "

"What do you propose by this expense
?"

"I have already told you, most wise Nadir!" said Ismael, "that I came from the neighbourhood of Golconda, but I did not add that I am a native of the capital of that kingdom. Your sagacity suggested to you yesterday, that this robe, in which I appear as a faquir, is a disguise assumed for some particular purpose: in fact, it is so; I have flown from the house of my father."

"Who is your father?"

"One of the richest persons in Golconda."

"Probably a diamond merchant?"

"How near the truth your wisdom points," continued Ismael: "he has indeed in his possession the finest diamonds in the world."

"I dare say," cried Nadir, "that he is the person whom black Absalom, the rich Jew, who furnishes our sovereign lord the sophy with these brilliant articles, deals with. What is his name?"

"Pardon me, learned Nadir," said Ismael; "as I wish my person, so do I wish his name to be concealed: a difference respecting some family arrangements induced him to leave his house. The money which I possess, and the jewels far more valuable, are my own property; they came to me in right of my mother. I have endeavoured to preserve the utmost rectitude in my conduct; and although I have made this unfortunate lapse in my duty to him, I was actuated by imperious necessity."

"How did you travel?" said Nadir.

"The greater part of the way upon a camel."

"Belonging to whom?"

"A band of mahometan faquirs,  whom I joined soon after I left my home."

"And the purpose of your journey?"

"That," continued Ismael, "it is impossible correctly to state. Perhaps it will develop
 itself. I have only to desire that you will suffer me to reside here as long as my occasions call."

"To this request," said Nadir, "I can have no objection. You are young, have been educated with care, perhaps are the darling of a father who now laments your absence. You are unprotected; and although you do not want understanding, unacquainted with the ways of the world in general, and of this city in particular. I certainly feel myself inclined to become your protector and adviser, as far as my little influence or wisdom extends; therefore I expect you should answer me one question with candour  and sincerity."

"As sincere and candid as I would to the harbinger of our prophet will I answer you, oh Nadir!" returned Ismael.

"Did you elope alone?"

"Certainly! Whom do you suppose I should have taken with me?"

"A younger lady than you was suspected with this day," said Nadir.

"No lady, young or old, accompanied me, I give you my solemn word," said Ismael.

"I am sorry Abud, whom I have known from a child, should have such an opinion of me," said Tamira; "I never deserved it!"

"No! I'll be sworn you did not," replied Nadir; "and he is the only man in the dominions of the sophy that would have suspected it. However, I can only deduce the disorder of his intellect which produced this suspicion from repletion, and aver, that its continuance in it arises from his obstinacy in refusing to take my emetic."

We
 have just seen the venerable faquir Ismael, who, when dressed in the Persian robes, appeared a beautiful youth of about eighteen, settled in the house of the sage Nadir. It will easily be conjectured that the day was too short to supply him with all the necessaries which his situation required, and that he was obliged to borrow many hours of the succeeding ones for his excursions among the shops. In these he was accompanied sometimes by the apothecary, his host, and sometimes by Tamira, as he wanted their judgements in his different purchases.

Since the house in which he resided had been erected, it had never been so frequented. What with porters and tradesmen bringing articles, either purchased or for inspection, the shop was scarcely ever empty.

Nadir, in whose bosom frugality was hereditary, and which poverty had nurtured into a habit, discerned, or imagined that he discerned, among the purchases of the youth, many which he could not deem of the first necessity, and others which in his best judgment he thought mere superfluities: he therefore one day, when a large cargo of the most beautiful porcelain arrived, under the auspices of Tamira, took the liberty to address him in the following words:

"Son Ismael! (for, as you no longer appear in that holy character which you assumed when first we met, I shall address you by that title) it has been frequently stated by the sage of Zulpha,  that the happiness (or, more correctly speaking, the distinction) of persons of elevated rank, seems to consist in those (its possessors) being surrounded by a variety of appendages, useless to the world, and perhaps burthensome to themselves. From the progress which you have made in collecting a number of articles which, though perhaps curious, are frivolous, and, although costly, effeminate, I should judge that you were a young man of a light mind; and from your fondness for toys, trinkets, and other fashionable superfluities, that your birth was more elevated than you have stated it to be.

"With respect to the first of these positions, your conversation convinces me to the contrary; and regarding the latter, it strikes me, that perhaps your passion for show is intuitive, and may have arisen from your fondness for the professional productions of your father. But you must consider, that the inhabitants of this city are a grave people, and my profession of the gravest cast. I must, therefore, repress your desire for splendid trifles; and, to restrain this idle waste of money, remind you, that the mines of Golconda, however deep, may be exhausted. You now seem to have everything you want.",

''No!'' replied Ismael, "there are three articles more."

"Three articles more! What are those?"

"Three slaves," continued Ismael.

"To these," added Nadir, "if they were useful, I should have no great objection. However, as you best know the style
 of life to which you have been used, and the kind of attendance which you require, I shall in this trust to your discretion."

These slaves, two male and one female, were consequently procured. Tamira, who had become the chief confidante of Ismael, was pleased to be eased of a considerable deal of labour.  Nor was the apothecary, however he might have objected at first, in the end dissatisfied, as they were directed to be equally observant of him as of their master.

It seemed as if good fortune followed the footsteps of Ismael; for since he had been an inmate the business of Nadir had exceedingly increased.

The appearance of this young Golcondian became every day more splendid; his taste appeared every day more refined; and his person, which was a perfect model of male beauty, became every day more fascinating. Under the auspices of Nadir, he took a delight in visiting all the places of public resort in Ispahan. His curiosity extended still further; for he became tinctured with the ideas of the company to which his host introduced  him, and consequently an antiquarian and connoisseur. Arduous in every thing, in the first of these characters he explored all the vestiges, of the magnificence of the ancient sophys, at least from Darius downward; and in the second, collected such a number of specimens of the arts and literature, that the honest apothecary, at every excursion, trembled as much for the tomans of his guest as he did for the safety of the edifice that was to contain their product. He therefore frequently exclaimed, "If this young man is not the possessor of one of his native mines, it is easy to foresee the end of all this magnificence, erudition, and virtu. However, he restrained himself, till black Absalom, the jeweller, one day brought home a sabre, the hilt of which was set with diamonds, and the belt ornamented with the same brilliant materials.

There was no bearing this extravagant splendour; all the frugal ideas of this sober son of Esculapius recurred to his mind. He looked around at the still meagre, though improved, appearance of his own shelves, and exclaimed, "This brilliant article alone would furnish a house and shop superb as those of the sage Job Ben Abram, who  has the supreme happiness to administer potions and lotions to our sovereign lord the sublime and immortal sophy!"

Taking this sabre for the text, he had just prepared a lecture upon extravagance and profusion, when the gay, but good‑natured, Ismael, for whose service it was intended, came to receive the benefit of it. Presuming this well studied discourse would have a wonderful effect, he began, "One of the greatest and most contaminating vices that can inhabit the human mind, son Ismael, is vanity. I aver and will maintain this proposition against  Hassen, at the head of all the disciples of Zoroaster, against Ki,  and all the followers of Confucius, and also the universities of Ispahan and Delhi, if they were disposed to controvert it. Upon this point I fix myself; and repeat, that vanity is

At this instant, to the relief of Ismael and our mortification, a eunuch, whose complexion was as black as his habit, entered the shop, and said, "Sage Nadir! whose philosophy and medical skill, I have this day heard from a lady destined to have the happiness of becoming your patient, are not only the admiration of Ispahan but of the world, the daughter of the omrah Mirza  now languishes on the couch of sickness, and earnestly demands your assistance in preference to a host of physicians sent for by her father."

The apothecary, in his astonishment at this young lady's understanding, forgot his lecture upon vanity; while Ismael availed himself of this opportunity to retire to his own chamber.

"What," said Nadir, "is the disorder of the daughter of Mirza?''

"Impatience!" returned the eunuch.

"This, though a complaint common enough to young ladies, is, I fear, be‑, yond the reach of my medical skill. How has she been treated by the physicians?"

"You should rather ask," replied the eunuch, "how they have been treated by her. I am sure they have hitherto been the patients. She has refused every medicine that they have administered."

"Then I do not wonder that she is ill," replied Nadir.

"She remained totally silent for some time, and would not answer their enquiries. Her father, whose darling child and only daughter she is, indulges her in every thing, and forces every one to comply with her perverse humours: so that, in the end, she has had all those venerable persons turned out of doors."

"Monstrous obstinacy! strange perversion of the human mind!" exclaimed Nadir.

"And what is more extraordinary," continued the eunuch "she now declares that no one shall prescribe to her but yourself. How, immured as she has till lately been, she could even hear of your name, has been ‑ "

"Hear of my name!" cried the apothecary, interrupting
 him, "there is nothing so very singular in that! my name, Mr. eunuch, is pretty well known!"

"I believe that she is mad," said the eunuch.

"I should be of the same opinion
," returned Nadir, "had not her sending for me in preference to any of my learned brethren been so decisive a proof of her mental sanity: therefore, Tamira, help me to my black silk caftan and bolster turban; I will wait on her immediately."

The palace of the omrah Mirza was near the imperial seat of Ispahan, andconsequently at no great distance from the residence of Nadir. However, the apothecary's impatience was almost equal to that of his patient before he arrived at the gate, as the old eunuch marched with a slow and stately pace, and seemed to devote much time to deliberation, consideration, and conversation. In the course of this walk, he had made his companion acquainted not only with the immense riches of his lord, the valour  of his son, and his absence with the army, but also with the beauty of Zulima, his daughter, her former affability and good humour, and the total change that had lately taken place in her temper and disposition.

"This kind of change, this fluctuation in the female mind," said Nadir, "can  only be clearly explained by recurring to two principles, which we will take this opportunity to examine; and first --- but though I like your attention, you need not stop!"---

"We are," said the eunuch, "at the private door of the palace of Mirza."

"What a pity," cried the apothecary, as he entered a marble vestibule,  "that I could not have explained to you the causes which combine to produce those fluctuations of temper, those changes of disposition, sometimes observable in the female system!"

"The father of Zulima, to whom I must introduce you," said the eunuch, "will probably be more edified."
"This, my lord," he continued, when he ushered the sage into an apartment splendid as the habitations of the faithful in the seventh paradise, "is the venerable and learned Nadir, whom the beautiful Zulima now desires to see."

"I am happy," said Mirza, "to behold a man, whom the result of this morning's enquiry informs me is another instance, added to many, that fortune is frequently at variance with talents and virtue. I wish, sage Nadir, that your worldly were equal to your mental possessions. Perform the cure which I expect from you; rescue my darling, the thread of my existence, my Zulima, from distraction; and be it my care to make those through your future life run more parallel.

"Of what, oh noble Mirza!" said Nadir, "does the lovely Zulima complain?"

"Of every thing and every person: to her slaves she is intolerable; to the prudent Tangra, who was her nurse, who has been to her a mother, she is haughty and intemperate; nay, she scarcely spares me: she has tired all the faculty."

"The faculty," cried Nadir, "should never be tired! Let me see my lovely patient, and I will exert my utmost skill to justify the good opinion she already entertains of me."

Zulima, who was indeed beauty itself personified, was reclined upon a sofa of crimson satin, highly ornamented, but the reflection from which scarcely overcame the paleness of her countenance. The redundance of her tresses, which wandered unrestrained over her neck and bosom, and the disorder of her dress, betrayed evident symptoms of her disovdered mind.

The arrival of the sage was, with the utmost caution, announced to her; yet she started. "Is Nadir come?" she cried, with precipitation: "I once thought that he would never have arrived. I have since altered that opinion, and think that he has flown on the wings of a butterfly --- Alla  protectme! this is not Nadir!''

"Certainly it is," said the nurse. "Would the eunuch Tamas  have deceived you?"

"I say, and repeat it, this is not Nadir!" cried Zulima.

"How should you know," said Tangra, "having never seen him before?"

"I had forgotten that circumstance," added Zulima.

"I aver," cried the sage, advancing, ''th at I am Nadir the apothecary, the only son of Nadir the doctor; that there is no other of my name and profession in Ispahan; and further, that if any person has assumed them, let him be old or young, he is a counterfeit, and means to impose on the loveliest of her sex."

"I am now convinced," said Zulina, recovering herself; "you are perfectly right, most learned Nadir! and I intreat  your pardon."

"She seems more collected since you have arrived," said Tangra.

"No doubt!'' returned Nadir. "I think, from the few observations that I have already made, that I can answer for her cure."

"Let all, except Nadir, leave the room," said Zulima, whose penetrating eyes had for some time been fixed upon the sage.

"All!" cried Tangra; "you will surely suffer me to attend you."

"By no means!" returned Zulima, whose keen and animated glances seemed now again to indicate intellectual commotion.

"You must suffer her to have her way!" said Nadir.

"I will! I will!'' exclaimed the young lady. "No one shall control
 me!"

"No one will attempt it, most lovely and interesting Zulima! you waved your hand, and your attendants have all retired. Alla  protect  us! What do I see? the daughter of Mirza  in tears!":

"What do you see? Oh, Nadir! you see before you a vile, hypocrite!"

"A vile hypocrite!" repeated Nadir‑. "What strange turns there are in this disorder!"

"An abominable wretch!"

"Wretch!" said the apothecary, fixing her, eyes upon her while she continued, "who has deceived her father, set at defiance the injunctions of her religion and the laws of her country, and dared to suffer a passion for a youth of the name of Nadir to take possession of her heart!"

"Is that all?" said the apothecary.

"All!" returned the lady.

"Yes?" he continued; "because though not so very a youth as you are inclined to think, certainly not of an age to be insensible to attractions such as are now before me: therefore, if your cure depends upon me --"

''You!'' exclaimed Zulima: "You are not the person I allude to!"

"Believe me, lovely Zulima, I am the only Nadir in Ispahan."

"Then I am more wretched than I even imagined. How have I been deceived?"

"Deceived!" said Nadir: "I thought just now that her senses had returned; but I perceive she again wanders."

"Yet," continued Zulima, "the gravity of your appearance; your age --"

"My age!" cried the Apothecary.

"The mild benevolence of your aspect --"

"The fit seems to have passed over," said Nadir.

Inclines me to make you my confidant: therefore, most venerable Nadir! listen to me."

"Venerable!" said the sage to himself; "I am afraid it will be difficult to effect this cure."

''Well, listen to me.

"I could for ever listen to you, most lovely Zulima!" 

"Come sit by me: now be all attention," she continued, holding up her finger. "The care of the matron whom you just now saw, Tangra, my nurse (for I still call her by that fond epithet), could only be equalled by the indulgence of my father and the love of my brother. I never knew my mother. Within the walls of this Haram, every object that could form the taste, improve the mind, or amuse and gratify the senses, was collected. I had no wish to wander beyond the bounds of its extensive gardens, until my father presented to me a Grecian slave of the name of Lesbia.

"Touched with her condition, I freely conversed with her, and found her genius as great as had been her misfortunes. The education she had received bespoke her former rank in society. To her I became attached (nay, from my warmth of temper, I may say, devoted); but from her I one day heard a word then as much a stranger to my ears as the idea which it inspired was to my mind: this word was liberty!"

"A pretty important one," said Nadir.

"I found it so," returned Zulima, "from the ideas which it inspired; for, not satisfied with the histories which Lesbia constantly recited of the unconstrained piety of the Grecian matrons, and the unconstrained chastity of the Grecian virgins, they seemed to desire to take a still wider range, and, freed from the shackles in which my country's customs had confined the female mind and the female body, explore those places which I had only observed through the lattices of the carriage which conveyed me from the black marble palace, our winter, to the white marble palace, our summer residence. This desire I communicated to Tangra. She was amazed. My father was still more astonished; but, accustomed to indulge me in every thing, he permitted me to go abroad sometimes, attended only by the eunuchs and Lesbia. In the course of these excursions, it was my delight to visit the shops; which, I need not inform you, oh Nadir! exhibit so brilliant and magnificent a spectacle in this imperial city. A few days since, we, among others, called at that of an eminent Jew."

"What! Black Absalom?" said Nadir.

"The same," returned Zulima. "He was showing us his superb assemblage of jewels and tasteful trinkets, when a young man entered. Our veils were down; therefore we continued in the shop, struck with admiration --"

"Of the young man, or the trinkets?" said Nadir.

"As," continued Zulima, "I mean to unbosom myself to you with the utmost sincerity, I will freely confess that the sight of this youth at once obliterated from my mind all that Absalom had said respecting the trinkets, nay, the trinkets themselves. Never had I seen a man so perfectly beautiful. My brother, although he has been esteemed a model of perfection, is, in features and form, much his inferior. He was examining a brilliant sabre, therefore I had time to contemplate him, but without exchanging a word I left the shop. The next day I sent Lesbia to enquire his name. How, or from what source, she derived her intelligence, I have never asked; but she informed me, that his name was Nadir, an apothecary, living in the Meydan.

"She did me a great deal of honour," said Nadir; "but although, for a little man, not absolutely despicable, she must have wanted eyes if she had mistaken me for my guest, who is, without exception, I think, the most beautiful youth in the kingdom." 

"Is he a Persian?"

"He is from the capital of Golconda,'! said Nadir.

"His birth is unquestionably noble?" --

"Brilliant," he continued, "it certainly is; for his father is an eminent jeweller and diamond merchant in ‑. But I dare say no more. In fact,  I have said all I know, except that some domestic disagreement obliged him to travel; and I hope that some pleasing circumstance will induce him to reside with me; for since his arrival every thing has prospered in my house; and then he is so affable, so even tempered, so generous, so truly benevolent ‑ Merciful Alla! ‑ Nurse! ‑ Lesbia! ‑ Slaves! ‑ Attend! your lady faints!"

This exclamation of Nadir's soon filled the apartment with attendants, some of whom immediately communicated the event that caused it to Mirza, who sent for Nadir in an instant.

"How do you find your patient?" cried the afflicted father.

"Better than I expected!" returned the apothecary.

"Better! why I hear that she is now in a fit."

"I mean worse," said Nadir, "for the present; but she will be better hereafter."

"Heaven and earth! how you answer me! Are these fits the effects of her disorder?"

"Yes!

"Then you think she is far gone?"

"Very far gone indeed," returned Nadir.

"You do not," said Mirza,  "deem her incurable.

"No!
 I have a medicine at home that I think will cure her!"

"Then," cried Mirza, "fly for it instantly!"

"I cannot," continued Nadir, "fly, nor can I very speedily produce it: I must first see what turn her disorder has taken, as her favourite maid has just whispered me, that she has in some degree recovered from her fit."

"Be sure you prescribe that medicine --"

"I will, if I should deem it prudent.

"And," continued Mirza, "see her take it yourself; for she threw the last prescription out of the window."

"She will not throw my medicine out of the window, I'll engage.''

''No!'' said Lesbia, who just entered, "my lady has too great a regard for whatsoever comes from the house of the sage Nadir; for she says, oh noble Mirza! that he is not only the tenderest, the most sagacious, but the very best physician that she ever had in her life; and that she will follow his advice in every thing; and has no doubt but, through his scientific influence, her cure will soon be complete."

"This," said Mirza, "is indeed surprizing!''

"Not at all, oh Mirza!" replied Nadir: "when a patient is properly treated, these turns are common. This young lady seems so perfectly to have recovered her senses, that I will only look in upon her to take my leave for the present. Tamas the eunuch is to call on me this evening. To-morrow
 I will see her again."   * * * *
"I just return, noble Mirza, to tell you I have seen her, and we seem to be in a good way."

"Rest" -- "Light
 food'' -- "Gentle exercise" -- "Air" -- "The mind to be unbent with moderate amusement." -- "Music" -- "Reading" -- and -- hem a hem -- "I have no doubt but all will go well."

The interviews
 of the learned Nadir with the lovely Zulima were frequent. His morning visit was, by her desire, often protracted till noon; yet she sent for him again early in the evening. With the nature of the medicines which the venerable Tamas, the black eunuch with the white beard, was in the daily habit of bringing from the shop of the apothecary, the sage of Zulpha has left us unacquainted; perhaps, as he had once dabbled in physic himself, he was jealous lest such an acquisition to medical science should extend beyond the limits of the haram of the magnificent Mirza, or, at the utmost, beyond the walls of Ispahan: for it is certain, that, whether they appeared in the shape of pills, draughts, juleps, extracts, emulsions, or what not, they had a wonderful effect on the constitution of the beautiful and interesting patient.

While that impatience of control
 which we formerly hinted to be a symptom of the disorder of the lovely Zulima subsided, her former fascinating bloom and clearness of complexion,
 with all the animating graces that darted from her eyes, and played about her features, and her former affability
 also returned. 

Mirza was in raptures at the restoration of his darling daughter. His liberality to Nadir, whom he extolled as the Persian Esculapins, was unbounded. He presented him with a house near his palace, furnished in a style
 that, while it delighted Ismael, was the wonder of Abud and his former  neighbours, some of whom were once heard to remark, that "Noblemen took strange fancies." He also procured him a diploma from the college which was founded by Normahal at Delhi, and still retains his name; for the sage and scientific physicians of Ispahan, for some reason which certainly had neither jealousy nor envy for its basis, refused to admit him into their order. Mirza said that their malignity arose from his having dared to soar beyond the limited rules of their practice, and perform a cure which showed the fallacy of fixing principles upon so unsubstantial a foundation as the fluctuations of the human mind, and the instability of the human constitution. But men who are either influenced by the ebullitions of joy or grief will say anything.

Leaving the happy father (who, as has been seen, had not without reason obtained the appellation of the magnificent Mirza,) to receive the congratulations, not only of the court of Ispahan, but of the sophy himself, let us turn our telescope, and catch at Ieast a  distant view of the scientific Dr. Nadir, settled as he actually was in an elegantly furnished house, surrounded with slaves, with a carriage at his command, and appointed physician, not only to the noble Mirza, but to many other great families; for though the faculty wish to conceal it, we, who are, we think, out of their reach, and therefore care but little for their threats, shall  not: he had become the fashion in Ispahan, and of consequence was as sure of becoming the possessor of a brilliant fortune as if he had been the owner of the diamond mine which has been so often mentioned.

Seated on the elevated apex of this mountain of prosperity, Dr. Nadir was still a man of reflection. It was still his habit, as he smoked his morning's or afternoon's pipes, to review his past life, and, as he was also a man of piety, to thank the Omnipotent for the success that had at length attended his indefatigable endeavours. 

After Alla  and his prophet, the gratitude of Nadir rested upon Ismael. From his arrival he dated the change that had taken place in his circumstances; and all the good fortune that had attended him he deduced from his influence.

"The wise, the amiable Ismael," said he, in the effusion of his gratitude, "is certainly a benevolent genii, who has taken me into his protection."

When an idea of this kind gets into the head  of a man of learning, it generally spreads. Nadir had, from reflection, convinced himself, that there was something supernatural in the appearance of that being who had come to him as a poor and way‑worn faquir, and now exhibited such splendour. "For myself," he exclaimed, "I am at the height of happiness; and while the divine Ismael continues to reside in this mansion, affluence and content will support its elevated dome!"

"Long may affluence and content, though they may perhaps be deemed the high and the low pillars of society, support the dome of the mansion of the benevolent Nadir," said Ismael, who now entered. "While his fortune," he continued, "extends and increases, may that humility of mind which renders him assailable to the complaints of wretchedness, and that liberality of sentiment which induces him to extend his cares to all mankind, ever remain with him!"

"For your good wishes, example, and indeed assistance,"; replied Nadir, "I am bound, son Ismael! if I may still use that familiar and endearing title, I am bound, I say, to return my sincere acknowledgments. Your generosity, divine and beautiful youth! not only furnished me with the means of being useful to mankind, but set me the example: therefore, if I have any merit, or have had any success, it is entirely owing to your celestial influence."

Ismael is said to have blushed at the sublime style
 which the learneddoctor had newly adopted, and certainly did betray some marks of uneasiness; when he replied, "There is nothing, my friend! my adviser! my nominal father! either celestial or extraordinary in my composition! I am a mortal, weak, and in many respects unfortunate, and perhaps in none more than in having, from circumstances, determined soon to abandon your protection, and leave this hospitable mansion."

"My fears are realized!" exclaimed Nadir: "let no man hereafter value himself upon his prosperity!"

"Why so?" returned Ismael; "prosperity is by no means connected with me. The child of misfortune! I am borne by the gales of adverse fate from place to place upon the face of the earth! I shall surely find rest at last!"

"Will you then leave me, oh Ismael! my  tutelar genius?" cried Nadir, prostrating himself.

"Rise, oh sage Nadir!" exclaimed Ismael, in the utmost confusion. "The imperative decrees of fate will, perhaps, hurry me away, but never shall I, in any situation, forget my friend!"

"What then," cried Nadir, "will become of the lovely Zulima? Her existence depended upon daily, nay almost hourly, hearing of Ismael! Can I, to soothe her mind, submit to utter the dictates of falsehood? No! Alla  and his prophet forbid! Yet if her mind is not attracted to this subject, she will relapse into her former deplorable state of distraction. Oh Zulima! beautiful, fascinating Zulima! lily of the vale of Zenderhend! soon will thy head be bowed again to the earth!"

Never was astonishment equal to that of Ismael at
 this passionate exclamation of Nadir's,  and the emotion with which it was accompanied. "Zulima! who is Zulima?" he hesitatingly asked, doubtful whether, from the observations he had already had occasion to make in the course of this conversation, some distemper was not operating upon the mind of his friend: however, he again ventured to ask, "Who is Zulima?"

"Zulima!" repeated Nadir; "she is the daughter of Mirza  the magnificent! There!" he exclaimed, with increased emotion, "I have again betrayed my lovely patient! I ought to have concealed her name and her weakness!"

"You have not betrayed her to me, I do assure you," returned Ismael; "for I never have heard of her before, and am, from your present emotion, inclined to think, that you are alluding to a being of your own mental creation. However, as your disorder seems to increase, for fear you should be led to say what might be either improper or useless for me to hear, I will retire till you are more composed."

"Misfortune," says Mirwa,  the philosopher of Zulpha,  whom we have so often quoted, " seldom comes alone." Before the sage Dr. Nadir had recovered from the disorder which the late interview occasioned, Tamas the eunuch appeared to request his attendance upon Zulima.

"How is your young lady this morning?" asked the doctor.

"Her brother Omar," answered Tamas, "she has just heard, is well; the army has drawn nearer to Ispahan; she is therefore in higher spirits than usual."

"So much the worse," said Nadir.

"The worse!'' exclaimed Tamas.

 "No!" cried Nadir hastily, "I mean the better: better or worse, in medicine, are relative terms, and frequently mean the same thing."

"I never knew that before," said the eunuch.

"So much the worse!" cried the doctor.

"I confess myself totally ignorant of physic! I never take any."

"So much the better! You now see," said Nadir, "the relation of these phrases to things. In the first of these instances I spoke to you as a doctor, in the second as a friend; in the distinction betwixt these lies all the difference; this is the grand arcanum of the science of medicine."

"Wonderful!" cried Tamas. "Shall I inform my lady that you will come?"

"Certainly! hold! I will go with you. While in conversation, I seem a little to recover my spirits."

"Your spirits!"

"Yes! to be sure! how can a physician convey spirits to his patients, if he has none for himself."

"True!'' said Tamas. "How little am I acquainted with physic!"

"So much the better, I repeat," said Nadir; "people become acquainted with it as they do with a bailiff, through necessity, and, like him, it is apt to gripe. However, you must learn something of it from me as we ascend the carriage; for you will observe, that this is the first step towards visiting a patient with any professional credit."

To announce the intended departure of Ismael to the lovely Zulima was a task that seemed to tax all the ingenuity of Nadir; for although she had never seen that youth since their short accidental interview in the shop of black Absalom the jeweller, he had been the constant theme of her conversation, and the subject of her contemplation.

Every morning it was the task of Nadir to inform her of the health of Ismael, of his pursuits and avocations, and every evening these interrogatories were renewed. The physician, well knowing how much her health was connected with the object of their constant colloquy, took all the pains in his power, while he exhibited the young Golcondian in the amiable light in which he appeared to him, to repress every overture of the young lady that had a tendency towards an interview, or that even indicated a wish to see him. But although he had used this caution, he still was aware of the danger with which the departure of this object of her adoration would be attended to his lovely patient in her delicate state of mind. Impressed with this idea, yet still apprised of the necessity which there was for preparing her for this event, he, in the course of conversation, mentioned it as a thing within the scope of possibility. This hint, slight as it was, alarmed her to such a degree, that when he left her for a short period, he was fearful that her disorder would return.

Obliged to take an extensive round, as his patients had so much increased, he did not reach his own house till the afternoon, when, to his great surprise, he found Tangra waiting for him. As he had conjectured, she came to exhibit a melancholy picture of the health of the lovely Zulima. By her account, she seemed do have relapsed into her former extravagance, with this addition, that she raved about Ismael, and, indeed, insisted upon seeing him before his departure, which she persuaded herself would be sudden. 

"Could any danger arise," said the compassionate Tangra, "from a compliance with her request?"

"The greatest to both parties," replied Nadir, with extreme emotion. "Sooner than suffer such an interview, I would end my life in the severest tortures. I will immediately see the fair Zulima: I will endeavour to sooth her sorrows: every indulgence to her unhappy passion, consistent with my duty to Mirza, which honour, nay which she expects from me, shall be allowed. But if she has a lucid interval, of which I have little doubt, I know the rectitude of her mind so well, that I shall instantly convince her that it is impossible I should proceed further in promoting a connection betwixt the daughter of a Persian prince, allied to the sophy, and the son of a jeweller, who, however amiable, does not appear to have a friend or ally in the world."

"Perhaps," continued Nadir, after he had left the apartment, "the departure of Ismael may be necessary to secure the health and repose of Zulima: I shall therefore no longer oppose it."

"Will not my dear master take some refreshment?" cried Tamira, as he descended into the hall.

"Refreshment and repose shall be equally strangers to my body and mind," said Nadir, "till I have endeavoured to relieve the distress of the object of my solicitude."

"What will be done with the patient up stairs?"

"What patient?" asked Nadir, with quickness.

"Why, the lady that has so long waited for you," said Tamira.

"Ohl the nurse! She must wait till my return, if she does not choose
 to follow me."

"A nurse!" muttered Tamira, "and so finely dressed! I hope I shall never have occasion to call her mistress; though she does not seem very old, the doctor himself is not very young. Strange things do happen in Ispahan! Gentlemen do take strange fancies! I am resolved to speak with her."

In consequence of this, to her agreeable resolution, Tamira entered the apartment.

As to speak, upon any subject, was the delight also of Tangra, the impatience of the learned doctor, and the abrupt manner in which he had departed, without taking her with him, furnished two copious ones, on both of which she descanted with great fluency and success.

"You expected that he would have taken you with him in the carriage?" said Tamira.

"Certainly! could I expect less, after what has passed?"

"I am ignorant of what has passed," continued Tamira, "but I am convinced that it was his desire to visit a patient  whose case, it appears, from his precipitation, is desperate, that induced him to leave the house in such a hurry."

"That unpolite, inconsiderate precipitation," said Tangra, "which possesses Dr. Nadir, is so like the rudeness of his father. I remember, when the old man came to visit the dying Akbar, though I was then at the height of my beauty, he took no more notice of me --"

"Did you know Akbar?" cried Tamira.

"Certainly I did! he purchased and brought me up."

"Then you cannot forget Tamira, whom he presented to Nadir."

"Oh, Alla!'' cried Tangra, "I thought I recollected you; but years --"

"Years!l" said Tamira.

"The events of life, I mean, have altered us both. My course though splendid, has been full of care."

"And mine, though plain and frugal," added Tamira, "far from unhappy."

This dialogue and rencounter
 led to mutual explanation, which continued a considerable time; for although Tamira, from the slenderness of her story, was concise, Tangra  was diffuse, and with great liberality of words detailed all that had happened to her. How, in the wreck of the affairs of Akbar, she came into the family of Mirza; the death of the mother of the lovely Zulima; the passion of that young lady for Ismael (at which Tamira expressed more surprise, and almost as much displeasure  as her master; the present situation of the daughter of Mirza, and her strong desire to have an interview with Ismael, &c.

This discourse had not been long finished, and Tangra  departed, when Nadir returned. He seemed more composed; from which Tamira conjectured that his patient, of whom she had learned the whole history, was better. 

If it had puzzled her to endeavour to guess what could induce Tangra  to linger so long after the learned doctor had left the house in order to wait upon her mistress, the conversation she had had with her would have developed the mystery; for it appeared from this, that her desire was to see Ismael, and that she ardently and impatiently waited his return, as long, nay longer, than politeness would have prescribed. 

This, however, was not the only matter that attracted the attention of Tamira: the situation of Zulima strongly excited her compassion; the impending departure of Ismael, to whom she was both confidante and counsellor, her regret. While he was taking some refreshment, she endeavoured to learn from her master the present state of the young lady's health; but he was impenetrable. She next asked Ismael when he intended to begin his journey; but he was undetermined. "The child of Chance," he said, "his future operations must be governed by circumstances over which he had no control
." Never was curiosity so foiled as that of poor Tamira. How she passed the night, or how she would have existed through the next day, it is impossible to say, had not Tangra  most opportunely appeared, soon after the doctor had left the house to make his morning visits.

The conversation of the preceding afternoon was, by these sage matrons, renewed, perhaps improved on, as we gather from the source that has produced our other materials, that Ismael, the elegant and amiable Ismael, was fortunate enough to be at home to partake of it.

In this part of the history, the sage of Zulpha has, with great propriety, through many pages, descanted on the ancient magi, and the modern gours  of Persia, those adorners of fire, and has most philosophically defined all kinds of fire, from a glow-worm to the sun, from a spark arising from the collision of flint and steel to a volcano, from an ignis fatuus to the fire of love. But we must observe, and we do it in defiance of all the critics on the whole Indian peninsula, that he has not with sufficient accuracy marked the distinction betwixt physical, metaphysical, and metaphorical flames; for he says, that at the sight of this Adonis of Golconda, the bosom of Tangra, heretofore as cold as snow, glowed with fire equal to that which inflamed the lovely bosom of her mistress. The comparison of the bosom of Tangra, which we know was as brown as mahogany, in any way to snow, is another slip of the pen of the learned sage whom we have quoted; and it has had this bad effect, that it has left the bosom of Zulima without a parallel, as we now have nothing, either celestial or terrestrial, to compare it with, except we bring it to this side the  line, and exhibit it against those of our fair compatriots.

The relapse of the lovely convalescent had changed the palace of Mirza, which the prospect of her recovery had enlivened, into the mansion of mourning.

The omrah himself was inconsolable. His dejection spread to the male part of his household; while the female caught the sorrowful infection from Lesbia, Tangra, and the other of her principal attendants. In this distressful situation of affairs, every eye was turned upon Nadir; every bosom beat high with expectation of relief to the fair sufferer from his skill; while he was unfortunate enough to know, that the efforts of his skill, even had they been seconded by those of all the physicians in the east, were not of the smallest importance in the case of his present patient.

On a few threads, fine as the filaments of gossamer, his hope of her cure seemed to depend. He knew the ardent affection she bore to her father and her brother; he knew the generosity of her temper; and had, in her lucid moments, heard her declare, that to shield them, or either of them, from sorrow or despair, she would devote her life. Upon this theme he meant, when he had an opportunity, to assail her; but this opportunity did not occur in the present visit; for although he tried to introduce the subject, she seemed insensible to its import, and her whole soul absorbed in the dread she had of the departure of Ismael without an interview.

The sensibility of the doctor induced him to sympathise in his patient's distress. To comply with her desire he knew to be impossible.

The only chance he had of composing her mind upon this subject would, he imagined, be when the ebullition excited by the departure of the youth had in some degree subsided. He therefore almost wished him gone; though his gratitude would not permit him to hint his wish: indeed he would nearly as soon have stated to him the case of his patient, to which he feared he had in a former conversation inadvertently alluded.

Completely dejected with this situation of affairs, as his carriage rolled slowly towards his mansion, he  viewed with envy the satisfaction that appeared in the important busy faces which the crowded streets exhibited, and the smiles indicating happiness, which embellished those of even the lowest ranks of society.

"Foiled in my endeavours to soothe the mind of Zulima, and evince my gratitude to her father," he exclaimed, "I believe that I am the only unfortunate person in Ispahan! Would to Alla that I had never left my old shop in the bazar!''

Harassed and fatigued both in mind and body, his repast was taken away almost untouched. From his pipe, which he had formerly considered as his friend in the hour of adversity, he did not seem to derive the least consolation.

The next morning Tamas came to inform him, that his lady seemed recomposed. 

"Then," said the doctor, "my medicines have done what I never expected they would, procured her sleep. If that be the case, we have still another chance, and I will hasten to her."

Nadir had scarce crossed the marble vestibule of the palace of Mirza, when the omrah met him with open arms. "Saviour of the flower of my family,
 friend to the house of Mirza!" he cried, "my daughter will be restored to me! she is composed! I am just come from her!"

"I'm glad you are, most noble Mirza," sa'id Nadir; "you never did a prudenter thing. You say your daughter is composed; long may she continue so; but you will extremely hazard her health if you suffer her to see these emotions of your mind."

"Your medicines have had the desired effect; she has slept!"

"Restrain these ebullitions, or I must administer them to you," said Nadir.

"I will do any thing for you! I will take any thing from your hands!"

"I shall not," replied the doctor, "consider that as a compliment, because I have the greatest regard for your health, oh noble Mirza!"

Doctor Nadir, who was a little incredulous as to the effect of his medicines upon the complaint of the lovely Zulima, was, when he saw her, convinced that they could not be praised too highly. She was much more composed than even before her last relapse; her eyes, ever irresistable, had indeed a brilliancy which he did not much like, but he attributed this to some small remains of a fever still lurking in the system. Against this enemy he was induced to level the artillery of a prescription. However, before it was made up, he was determined to try the strength of her understanding: he therefore talked to her on a variety of subjects, music, literature, painting, her brother, her father: upon all these she seemed collected, upon some animated. She, in her turn, questioned him respecting his pursuits, the news of Ispahan, and an assemblage of other topics, in which her good sense and judgment were equally conspicuous,.

After this colloquy, which might be deemed a trial of skill betwixt the doctor and patient, the former departed, highly satisfied with the wonderful effects of his medicines, which, to this hour, he does not know had never been taken. He, in this case, discovered virtues in them that had hitherto been latent. Upon these he resolved to write a treatise; and, in the mean time, to send his said patient a few doses more the same evening.

When
 the heart is at ease, a man is very apt to look out of himself. This was the case of Dr. Nadir. He ordered his carriage to stop first at the house of Abud, whom he cordially forgave for not swallowing the emetic though he was privately of opinion that he had never been well since his refusal. From him he proceeded to pay other visits of ceremony; was then set down at the imperial coffee-house in the Meydan. Here, he took a glass of sherbet, and listened with great attention to some persons that were settling the disputes betwixt the European powers and some of the Indian princes, which they seemed to do with great facility, and much to their own satisfaction.

When he had collected what he deemed a quantum sufficit of politics, he ordered his carriage home, entered his house with great good humour, found his dinner excellent, sent his lovely patient her medicines, took his coffee, smoked his pipe with great composure, and retired to rest in that harmony of spirits which success that we attribute to our superior intelligence of mind, or superior skill, is sure to create.

"May balmy sleep hover over the couch of the benevolent Dr. Nadir."

Toward the conclusion of the elaborate work from which we have extracted many particulars, we find this exclamation of the sage of Zulpha; which, as appears in the next line, was not efficacious; for,though the daughter of Morpheus did attend the learned doctor to his couch, and in reality went to. bed with him, he had scarcely folded the nymph in his arms, when several knocks at his door, loud and violent as if his mansion had been assailed by the ancient battering ram, which is now viewed as an object of curiosity at the gate of the arsenal, obliged him to rise. He threw on his clothes as fast as possible, saying to himself, "Some great omrah,  perhaps the sophy, is suddenly taken ill. My fame has reached his ears: he will suffer no one to administer to him except myself. My rest is certainly broken; but this is a tax to which exalted genius is, in my profession, liable.''

By this time the attendant slaves had reached his chamber. "Who is it that occasions this disturbance?" said Nadir.

"Tamas, the black eunuch with the white beard," returnied the slave.

"Tamas! what, is he at the point of death?"

"At the point of death! no! praise be to Alla! I never was better in my life!" cried Tamas.

"Your lady?"

"I know nothing of her! All that I know is, that the noble Mirza, who seems to vibrate betwixt grief and rage, ordered me and other slaves to fly instantly for you."

"Ah!" said Nadir, "another relapse! Well! I will attend you." 

A few minutes conveyed the learned doctor into the presence of the omrah Mirza, who darted at him the moment he entered the apartment, and catching him by the throat with one hand, while he pointed at him a dagger with the other, said, "Wretch! pander! execrable miscreant! prepare to expiate my wounded honour! To redress the wrongs of Mirza is impossible! all that can now be done is for him to revenge them!"

Surprise in many cases has been known to extort confession; but none of those were like this of Mirza and Nadir. The latter being armed with that kind of fortitude which arises from conscious innocence, had nothing to fear: he therefore bore this shock with great equanimity. Quick as lightning he caught the armed hand of the omrah;  and, while he considered himself as in some degree master of the dagger, he attempted to reason with him: but reason and the father of Zulima seemed to have separated. He raved like a maniac; loaded the placid physician with the most opprobrious epithets; and, in conclusion, asked him, "If he did not know one Ismael?"

"Perfectly well!" replied Nadir, with great coolness: "he is the most beautiful youth in Ispahan, and has lodged with me all the time he has been in the city."

"There! there! there!" exclaimed Mirza, in the utmost emotion: "a confession! a confession! you know every thi;ng that concerns him!''

"Not entirely!'' continued the provokingly placid doctor: "I only know that his father is a diamond merchant and jeweller at Golconda, and that he is in the possession of immense riches." 

"A jeweller?" cried Mirza: "I shall go distracted! What, then, is Zulima! the descendant of the ancient Sophys! the lost, degraded Zulima! in love with a jeweller? and thou, wretch! the pander! go-between! * * * expiate thy crimes with thy life!"

At this instant the omrah extricated his hand, and aimed a blow with the dagger at the physician; which, if he had not had the good fortune to parry, would certainly have put a stop to his future practice.

Nadir now thought that the affair became serious, and called loudly for help. Mirza, in the extremity of rage, once more assailed him. Some slaves, who in the confusion had entered, ranged on the side of their lord; and there is no question but the next blow would have been fatal to the physician, had not Apollo (who had just peeped  from his golden chamber, and observing the situation of one of his votaries), sent to his assistance a youth beautiful as Ismael or himself, who rushed betwixt the assailants and the doctor, who now stood like a patient, and catching the hand of the omrah,  as it was descending toward the heart of Nadir, exclaimed, in the most terrific accents, "Merciful Alla!  must I have the misfortune at my return, to behold, as the first object, my noble father, surrounded by his slaves, attempting to murder a man unarmed!"

The dagger was at this instant dashed against the ground.

"Omar!" exclaimed Mirza (the youth was on his knees), "when did you arrive?"

"Past the midnight hour!" said Omar, rising. "The officer who guards the postern, to whom I am well known, offered to admit me, and my eagerness to receive the blessing of my father in duced me to avail myself of his friendly indulgence. But what do I see? What is the meaning of these emotions? My sister! is she well? If any one has injured the person or family of Mirza, my scymitar is ready to revenge it!"

"Let all the slaves leave the room!" cried Mirza; which order was instantly obeyed. He then continued: "I have, my son, received an injury which absorbs every other sensation, and hinders me even from feeling as I ought the blessing of your return in safety. Every emotion of joy and thankfulness which this indulgence of our prophet ought to excite, is sunk in my bosom, is repressed by reflection upon the horror of the present moment. Behold that man! that apothecary! that indigent wretch! whom, in opposition to the faculty of Ispahan, I have made a doctor!"

"What of him?" said Omar.

"Every thing that is vile and wicked! Zulima! the lovely Zulimal your sister, was distracted, and he administered to her. I placed the greatest confidence in him, but he abused it. How? you are prepared to ask. Horrid as the accusation is, I will inform you. This caitiff, forgetful of the obligations which he had to me, and in defiance of the decrees of our holy prophet, and the customs of our country, has introduced a man into my haram!''

"Who did this?" exclaimed Nadir, in the utmost astonishment.

"Bold and detestable wretch!" exclaimed Mirza, "thou didst this! Oh, noble Omar! this vile miscreant! (I blush even when I inform my son), this contemner and contaminator of virtue! has introduced to the lovely, but lost and abandoned, Zulima, a youth of the name of Ismael, the son of a jeweller at Bagnagar, the capital of Golconda, where our army once was stationed!"

"I know the place well," said Omar.

"This," cried Nadir, "is too much."

"Too much, villain!" continued Mirza; "it is, indeed, too much! My heart, oh Omar! was suspended by two chords, yourself and your sister
. One of these is broken; for know, my son! that this Ismael! (what torture shall he not endure!) this wretch is now with Zulima! he has passed the whole night in her apartment!"

"Can this be possible?" said Omar.

"No!" returned Nadir, "it cannot be possible! it is not true! I reverence and honour the noble Mirza! I have for him the most lively sensations of gratitude! sensations which even his violence this night cannot efface! I feel also for my own honour --- for the honour of my profession; and I do aver and proclaim, that all he has said of me is false! I have never but once, and then in the ebullition of grief and passion, mentioned to Ismael the name of Zulima. Nay, more, except to him, upon that one interesting occasion, I have never suffered the name of my lovely patient to escape my lips at home; nor have I ever, till this moment, acquainted you, her father, with my suspicions of the source of her disorder, which, from the transactions of this night, I should judge to be a family malady. However, I have, oh Mirza! but one course to pursue. The idea of Ismael being with Zulima is too absurd and extravagant to deserve an answer. But I must acquaint you, and I am glad that Omar is present to hear me, that although neither so high‑born nor rich, I am as tenacious of my honour as any omrah or prince in Persia; as proud, if exquisite sensibility be pride, as yourself. To‑morrow I shall, as far as it is in my power, return the favours I have received from you, and descend into that humble station of life from which I have emerged, and for which, perhaps, my talents only are calculated."

"What is the name of the father of Ismael?" said Omar.

"I have never been informed," returned Nadir.

"Lives he in the kingdom of Golconda?"

"At Bagnagar, the capital."

"And is this youth now with Zulima?"

"Yes!" said Mirza, "he is!"

"No!" cried Nadir, "he is not!"

"I affirm the charge!" cried the former.

"And I, more jealous of the honour of Zulima than her parent, totally deny the accusation," said the latter.

"These contradictions," observed Omar, "are only to be reconciled by our having an interview with Zulima. Her father, brother, and physician, are privileged persons, and may enter the haram."

"Let us go instantly!" cried Mirza.

"By no means!" said Nadir: "I know the state of my patient's health, and am fearful that the surprize of seeing her brother, and the shock of the accusation her father seems ready to urge against her, should produce a permanent derangement."

"This is all a subterfuge, my dear Omar!" said Mirza. "This wretch knows his guilt, and only wants to amuse us until the youth escapes!"

"As little accustomed to subterfuge as yourself, oh Mirza!" said Nadir, "while I despise, I retort the accusation. My conduct is, I hope, guided by more exalted motives than you have attributed to it; and I conceive, that the mind which could be influenced by such mean suspicions, must be equally warped and contracted."

"My noble father! and you, oh learned doctor!" cried Omar, "as this is a case capable of being proved by ocular demonstration, here let contention cease. The hour will soon arrive when it will be allowable for us to visit the apartments of Zulima. In the mean time we will sit together; because, as I understand we mutually suspect, we shall be a mutual guard upon each other. I take it for granted, that if this Ismael is in the haram he cannot escape." 


"No! that I have taken care of, unless he sinks into toe earth," said Mirza.

The apartments of Persian women of the higher class are always approached, even by their nearest relations, with deference and respect.

The triumvirate (whom we stated above as determined to pay a visit to the lovely Zulima) could scarcely agree upon the mode in which it should be conducted. Dr. Nadir wished first to feel the pulse of his patient: to this her father (for reasons before stated) strongly objected. Omar, then, had a desire to have some private conversation with her: but to this the learned physician, who conceived himself injured by Mirza's suspicions, would not consent. The father then desired that he might be announced: but this the son and the doctor, who dreaded the effect of his violence upon the tender frame of the invalid, also strongly objected to. At last it was determined that they should all visit her together; and the venerable Tamas was employed to intimate the same.

"We shall soon see that the blushing culprit will either sink to the ground, or into the arms of her paramour," said Mirza.

At this instant they entered the apartment. Zulima, seoted on a sofa of white satin, appeared perfectly composed, until her eyes encountered those, of Omar, who had lingered behind. She flew into his arms in an instant, saying, "My dear, dear brother, returned in safety! What a happiness is this! When did you arrive?"

"Since midnight, my lovely Zulima!" replied Omar.

"My father too!" cried Zulima, attempting to take the hand of Mirza. "But why, my lord! do you, for the first time, shrink from my touch, or avert your eyes from me?" 

"Because," replied Mirza, "they are too honest to look upon vice and disobedience without emotions of disgust, however it may, with respect to the object, be blended with pity."

"This to me!" cried Zulima, "who never, except in my moments of indisposition, have given occasion for the smallest uneasiness! What does my noble father mean? Oh, Omar! Oh, my more than physician, my friend Nadir! why do you all look so strange upon me? Perfectly innocent, even in thought, I cannot bear suspicion! Inform me, while the little reason which I have remains, in what I have erred, and I will love and venerate the monitor!"

"Lovely, interesting Zulima!" exclaimed Omar, embracing her.

"This must go no further!" cried Nadir: "I will not answer for the sanity of my patient if she is so harassed."

"I value her honour more than her health," said Mirza, sternly: "therefore, Omar, disclose to this vile hypocrite the motive of our visit!"

"One question," added Omar, "will ease all our hearts; Where, my lovely sister! is Ismael? Nay, start not! Where, I repeat, is Ismael?"

"How should she know?" cried Nadir.

"Confederate, or rather principal in her guilt, I command you to be silent!" exclaimed Mirza.

Zulima had in the interim sunk upon the sofa.

"Oh, Alla!'' cried Omar, "must I once more to my sister repeat my question?"

"They wilI drive her distracted!" said Nadir.

"Silence, wretch!" exclaimed Mirza.,

"Since," said Zulima, "my venerable father and beloved brother urge an answer to a question in which, it seems, my honour is implicated, I shall answer it with the same candour  and veracity that I have observed through life.

"Ah! it is easily answered!" cried Nadir: "Ismael, I have no doubt, is at my house!"

"You are mistaken!" rejoined Mirza; "for he has not been at home all night!"

"Then," added Nadir, "he has set out for Golconda!"

"You are again mistaken with respect to the person you call Ismael!" continued Zulima, with great animation: "that person, oh brother! is in the next room!"

"I knew that!" cried Mirza: "take away this hardened, this impenetrable wretch! this dog! this doctor! this pander to the vices of a dissolute
 child! this villain! who introduced Ismael into the haram!"

"You are mistaken, oh noble father!" exclaimed Zulima, throwing herself betwixt them: "Nadir is as innocent as he is honourable!
he knew nothing of my meeting with Ismael I" 

"And passing the whole night with him!" cried Mirza. "Oh, indignant Alla!  What! does all this guilt devolve upon the head of my once darling daughter? But," he continued, catching her by the hair, "I will take instant vengeance! * * "

"Not of my sister alone!" added Omar, interfering: "let me first drag forth her paramour!"

"There is no occasion to drag him forth!" cried Ismael, advancing: "Zulima is innocent! Good Heaven! what do I see? Omar * * * "  

Omar had drawn his scymitar, and was advancing, when Ismael fainted in the arms of the doctor. The scymitar dropped from his hand, when Nadir, who opened his bosom to give him air, exclaimed, "A woman!"

"Fatima!" cried Omar --

"Is dead, for what I know to the contrary!" cried the doctor.

"Dead!" cried Omar, "impossible!"

"Dead!" said Zulima, running to her: "no! my lovely friend will soon recover!"

"She must, then, have more air than you are inclined to afford her!" said Nadir.

"What is all this?" cried Mirza. "Is my daughter innocent?"

"Did I not tell you she was?" continued Nadir: "none but a madman could have thought otherwise. However, I will prescribe to you presently: in the mean time, let the female attendants of Zulima be summoned. How came you here among them, Tamira? Had you heard of Ismael?"

"Certainly! I introduced him into this haram: Tangra assisted."

"How did you dare, Tangra?'' said Mirza.

"Because Tamira informed me of her sex!"

"Which," continued Tamira, "I discovered before I visited the faquir at the house of Abud!"

"I now," added Nadir, "understand the whole of the scheme."

"This seems to be a good sensible old woman!" said Mirza.

''Yes!'' said Nadir; "and I now will allow that, in this case, she has proved a better physician than myself!" 

The attention of the learned doctor, and still more that of Omar, soon restored the health of Fatima.

It appears from the work so often referred to, that the son of Mirza had (in consequence of a detachment from the Persian army being ordered to march to the relief of the Indian princes, then pressed on all sides by the European powers) been stationed with his regiment to guard the capital of Golconda. In the mansion of her father, the rajah Gopal, he first saw the beautiful Fatima: for the Indian were then far less secluded than the Per​sian women. A few interviews inspired these young persons with a mutual passion. Fatima agreed that Omar should endeavour to obtain the consent of her father; but, alas! Gopal, the descendant of Jehan  Guier, the heir to the kingdom of Dultabat, the lord of a diamond mine, and, above all these,one of the proudest men upon the earth, gave the young soldier a peremptory refusal. He had designed his daughter to become the bride of the grand cheik  of Mecca; a prince not more than two years older than himself, but at the same time infinitely richer. He therefore considered the Persian youth, who had spoken with modesty of his family, as greatly inferior to this venerable person; and that, as a son-in-law, there was no comparison betwixt them. 

Disappointed in this, his ardent hope, Omar endeavoured to obtain a removal, just at the time when, fortunately for him, the army was ordered to march to another post, but unfortunately for Fatima, who thus lost one lover before the other made his appearance. However, he soon after arrived with a retinue which, as it verified the old proverb, that large and heavy bodies move slow, may serve as an excuse for that delay which might otherwise have been imputed, by those who had never seen Fatima, to want of ardour  in her intended,. 

When Cupid borrowed the chariot of Psyche, to pay a few occasional visits, he used to be drawn by her cattle, which were butterflies. Venus sometimes had dolphins, and sometimes doves, yoked to her carriage, according to the element upon which she meant to make her excursion. How these animals performed, or with what celerity they either swam or flew, it is not necessary to enquire. We think their vehicles got over the ground, or through the sea, or the air, with more celerity than that of the grand cheik  of Mecca, which, we understand, was drawn by dromedaries, while his out-riders were mounted upon elephants. Since the entry into Babylon, no cavalcade has moved slower. However, quick or slow, his eminence arrived at last. The equipage of his intended son-in-law, which realized even all the visionary schemes and ideas of Gopal respecting importance and grandeur, was the admiration of all Bagnagar, as it had been of the countries through which it had passed. Nor was the person of the grand cheik  less so; for he was reckoned one of the most solemn and gravest men in Arabia. He also was supposed to be the happy and distinguished possessor of the longest beard which that country, famous for these excrescences, had ever produced, since the days of their holy prophet.

Fatima, before her passion for Omar had affected her spirits, had been esteemed one of the liveliest virgins in Golconda; and since her intimacy with that youth (whose chin was as smooth as that of the emperor Adrian), had conceived a most unconquerable aversion to beards of every description. How were these contrarieties to be reconciled?

The cheik,  who had not deigned to consult her upon the subject of their nuptials, because that was not an Arabian custom, pressed this matter forward with her father. Gopal, always inclined  to think, upon account of his learning, his riches, and other contingencies attached to him, of which his beard was not the least, that this was a most desirable match, was perfectly eager for it when his genealogy arrived from Mecca, as in this roll, which loaded a camel, he discovered that his intended son-in-law was of a better family than even himself, being descended from Mahomet by a line as straight as the golden chain which depends from the first heaven to drag the souls of faithful mussulmans up to the chrystal steps of Paradise.

This, had stimulatives been wanting, would have been an additional stimulus to the father of Fatima. He, that very evening, mentioned this arrangement to the monarch, and also to Mirgamola, the grand vizier. The consent of the former was obtained; and the latter promised to attend the marriage ceremony, the celebration of which was fixed at the distance of two days.

On the appointed morning, the sun had scarcely begun to gild the tops of the pavilions of the great pagod  of Bagnagar, before the cheik of Mecca, with an immense and splendid retinue, was at the gate of Gopal to demand his bride. A flourish of trumpets announced his arrival, The portals were thrown open, and he, with becoming gravity marched through the alabaster hall to apartments which seemed, by their brilliancy, intended to exhibit specimens of the diamond mine of which their owner was lord. Here the well-bearded bridegroom was greeted with a concert of the finest music. Mirgamola, the grand vizier, soon after arrived. The happy Gopal had enough to do to welcome his guests. When they were seated, a superb curtain of green and gold flew up to a flourish of trumpets, and discovered the mufti upon a throne, attended by the moullahs, and surrounded by the relations of both families.

In fact, every thing was prepared for celebration and consummation, except the bride. The lovely Fatima (it was, after much investigation, discovered) was missing; and no search, though it was persevered in with much industry, could recover her.

The confusion which this event created will easily be suggested. The cheik, the mufti, the grand vizier, and the lord of the dliamond mine, all agreed that she had eloped, but all differed as to the motives which induced her to do so, the means by which she executed her design, the time when she left the palace, and the place to which she had retreated.

The Arabians (who derive their fondness for logic from the learned Sergius,  the associate of the ignorant Mahomet)  are prodigious disputants; but the Golcondians (who owe this useful science to the inspiration of Brumma  himself) are still greater; consequently the arguments upon this interesting subject were misconducted with a warmth which caused the parties concerned to part with great coolness toward each other, to which some joined a sovereign contempt. This last propensity, which reigned in the mind of Gopal, induced him to think his son-in-law elect, who asserted that he believed Fatima had sought an asylum in Persia (while he was certain that she was concealed in Golconda), the greatest blockhead that he had ever heard in his life.

Men subject to strong passions, very frequently, and with great facility, change the objects of their love and hatred. Gopal, at his next meeting  with the grand cheik, endeavoured to convince him of the impossibility of his daughter's escape into the Persian dominions. He argued the matter with him geographically, philosophically, and morally. The cheik, infinitely superior in the art of reasoning, rebutted his arguments, sometimes with logical acuteness, at others with sarcastical keeness.  The sages assembled smiled (for the first time, perhaps, in their lives) to see the intended son-in-law triumph over his father. Yet Gopal returned to the charge, and, from the fifty dissertations of Harari,  endeavoured to prove, that for a daughter to abandon the country of her parent was immoral and impious; but, that Fatima had always been pious and moral; from which he concluded, that she was still in Bagnagar.

"Then produce her!" cried the grand cheik. 

The whole company applauded this laconic answer; and the learned cheik would have gone off in triumph, to the great mortification of Gopal,  had not Omar, who had been dispatched by the bassa  commanding the Persian forces to the grand vizier, upon business of the utmost importance, at this instant arrived 

Politeness, as well as a tenderer motive, induced him, before he returned to the camp, to pay his respects to G opal; and he, in consequence, entered the apartment while the rajah was so engaged in demonstrating the impossibility of his daughter's flight into Persia, that he scarcely noticed him.

It will be supposed, that Omar heard his arguments with equal attention and interest.

He entered at once into the subject; and, hurt at the abrupt and captious manner in which the cheik (most briefly, and therefore unlogically) endeavoured to put an end to the debate, he (while the smile of triumph played upon the countenance of the intended bridegroom and his Arabian friends) ranged himself on the side of Gopal,  and consequently took the charge of his defence.

However those that call themselves the immediate descendants of the prophet might have sneered at the youth for his want of beard, among his countrymen and the Golcondians he was esteemed, from that circumstance only, as too beautiful for a man. His understanding, as the mission upon which he was employed showed, was appreciated at the highest rate. He began an oration, the first words of which, combined with his figure, his animation, and the vivid flashes that beamed from his eyes, as he cast them upon his rival, arrested the attention of friends and enemies; of Arabians, Persians, and Indians. As he proceeded, he completely established the position that had been taken by Gopal, and as completely destroyed the hypothesis which his rival had erected. The conclusion, in which the grand cheik had said, "If the lady is in Bagnagar, produce her!" he showed to be the most illogical, unphilosophical, and absurd mode of escaping from an argument with which Gopal had pressed his opponent into the earth, that ever was urged by the most flimsy pretender to learning. "If," said he, "the great Heb  had produced at once, which he probably had the power to do, the corpse of the warrior Tytan,  what would have become of the four hundred and thirteen volumes, besides fragments, which were written to prove his existence?"

The whole assembly felt the force of this argument; which, as the sagacious Omar knew their fondness for controversy, he repeated, divided the proposition, moulded it into such a variety of  forms, treated some of them with humour, others with solemnity, that the grand cheik of Mecca fairly confessed it was out of his power to answer the young Persian, whom at the outset he had despised for his want of beard; and while, with the few of his learned friends that still adhered to him, he retreated from the apartment, the noble Gopal almost stifled the youth in his embrace, saying, at the same time, "Oh, son! our triumph is complete!"
 

"Yours, my lord!" returned Omar, with great  modesty; "the circumstance of so young a man as myself venturing to speak in so grave an assembly, and upon so important a subject, for a moment astonished the members of it; but even the most ignorant of them instantly discovered, that I was only re-uttering  your sentiments, and enlivening the discourse with a few of the sparks emanating from your genius.."

Gopal embraced him more fervently than before; he praised him to the skies; and not content with empty praise, he, when he could no longer prevail with him to abandon his military duty (to which the answer of the grand vizier left him at liberty, nay urged him to return), put a paper into his hand, in which he gave him his full and free consent to marry Fatima wheresoever he could find her, either in Golconda, or (though he deemed the thing to be impossible) in the Persian empire, he also, upon the fruition of this prospective marriage, endowed him with a considerable part of his fortune: which must be esteemed a tolerable provision for a family, when we state, that a share of the diamond mine was included.

"The joy of Omar extended his stature until his head knocked against the clouds," says the sage of Zulpha. "He seemed to grasp the sun with his right and the moon with his left hand," he continues, and launches above half a chapter of still more extravagant hyperboles: but as we (whatsoever temptation we might have had in the course of this work) have hitherto avoided any deviation from the plain and obvious path of common sense, we shall certainly not, so near the conclusion, transplant any oriental flowers, however blooming, or lengthen it with a train of saws and sayings, which, though deemed wisdom in the east, would perhaps be considered as foolishness in the west.

The young Persian returned to the camp; and, as his genius whispered him that he should perhaps, when he least expected it, meet with his beloved Fatima, he soothed his mind to composure; to which, doubtless, the active events of the campaign contributed.

The abrupt terminatton of the war, and sudden order of the sophy for the return of his troops to the capital, had disconcerted all the plans which he had laid for the recovery of his bride elect. However, he resolved to seek her in every possible place. This excursion was most fortunately prevented; for he had, during the whole time that we have beep relating these events, been seated with his arm around her, in his sister's apartment, listening to her adventures with an eagerness of curiosity and liveliness of interest which we wish we could communicate to our readers.

How the beautiful Fatima came into the mansion of the magnificent Mirza, was a problem that still puzzled, and taxed the sagacity of, some part of the assembly. 

Zulima, when applied to for an explanation, said, that she was introduced by Tangra.

"As a man?" cried the still jealous Mirza.

"No!" replied Tangra "I had previously, as has been stated, learned her sex  from Tamira."

"How came Tamira to know any thing about these matters?" said Nadir.

"I have already, most learned doctor!" replied Tamira, "told you, that I discovered the sex of the lovely Fatima the day I first saw her; and, claiming the privileges of an old woman (privileges, by the bye, which the faculty of Ispahan have most strangely intrenched  upon), I waited on her at the house of the sagacious Abud. Here the whole plan of her residing in your house, till a relation whom she waited for returned with the Persian army, was arranged and settled. The sabre and belt, on which the name of Fatima is set in diamonds, were intended for him. Black Absalom, the jeweller, was himself astonished at their richness: however, as he was paid, he never troubled his head how these valuable gems were acquired. Although I warned her of the risk she run of being questioned upon this subject, I did not think there was any in placing her as Ismael in the house of a single man, as her disguise, together with my master's age and profession, secured his lovely tenant from danger and even from scandal. She has continued with us until this time, and probably would have remained much longer, had not the approach of the army occasioned her to give the hint of  her removal to Nadir, which operated like electricity on the mind of Zulima, and soon after produced the visit from Tangra 

"The venerable Tangra and myself are old friends, and (did I not observe a frown upon her brow) I should add, old women. However, women, young or old, will be talking. In the course of our conversation it came out, that the disorder of Zulima was the consequence of an unfortunate attachment which she had conceived for a youth of the name of Ismael, an inmate of Dr. Nadir's,  whom she had seen at the shop of the jeweller I have mentioned, where he was examining a magnificent sabre.

"Struck with this circumstance, I exclaimed, I shall prove a better physician than my master!"

"You did!" said Nadir.

''Yes! therefore I immediately informed her of the sex of our lodger."

"This information I communicated to Zulima," added Tangra;  "and it produced the interview from which such happy consequences are likely to ensue to Omar, who, the noble Mirza  knows, was, as well as Zulima, my foster-child, and of whom I remember, when he was not above five months old," * * *
"Hold, my good nurse!'' cried Zulima, "if you would not show us that you merit the epithet which Tamira seemed inclined to bestow upon you! In the name of my brother, and my own, I thank you for your care of our infancy, and your continued affection for us. On this subject no more need be said. At present, a more important task remains. It is, first, to present my acknowledgments to the learned doctor Tamira, upon the important cure she has performed. The visionary passion which for a time inflamed my mind; the idea of Ismael, whom I loved as Hamet  loved the hourii, I have given to the winds; and I do exceedingly rejoice, that the zephyrs, which bear every visionary trace of it from my mind, will fan its flames in the bosoms of my beloved brother and the beautiful Fatima. If I have lost the ideal Ismael as a lover, I shall still embrace his real resemblance as a sister.

"Oh, noble Mirza! oh, my father! if I have faltered in my steps; if I have, for a moment, appeared to deviate from the path of duty to you; I know that you will pardon the wanderings of your darling Zulima, when she declares, that you shall have no rival in her heart in future.

"In my more than physician, my dear, my estimable friend, Nadir, I present to your attention, O father and brother! a man whose honour and integrity are such, that, lovesick as I was, I should not, had I, even in the  erratic emotions of my imagination, been inclined, have dared to have proposed to him the smallest deviation from his professional duty. When a man of this description (who joins to scientific acquirements a general knowledge of the world) becomes a friend to such a family as ours, he ought to be cherished, as every part of it may depend, not only on an able medical assistant, but a moralist, and an impartial monitor.

"In conclusion," continued Zulima, "my
 dear brother and sister! (as you, lovely Fatima! soon will be) fortune seems to have combined with your exalted merit to smooth every difficulty which appeared at first to impede the progress of your love. May your lives be as happy as‑you are deserving of happiness! for although you, 0 Fatima! are not, perhaps, to be commended for withdrawing from your paternal roof, yet, when we consider that the laws of our several countries do not allow a woman even a dissenting voice in that important arrangement, the acceptance of a partner for life, you will, by every candid mind, be excused.

The best of sons and brothers cannot fail to prove to you the best of husbands! and, while the virgin Zulima (perhaps at a distance) contemplates your happiness, she will, in the practice of higher duties than those visionary pursuits which were once the ardent wishes of her unsettled imagination, endeavour to secure her own."

TEXTS

of Additional Stories

12.


A CONTRAST


I have just returned from visiting two of my female friends. The leading incidents in the lives of these ladies have been in some degree similar, but the degrees of dignity and happiness which they possess at present are widely different. As this inequality appears to be the natural result of different modes of education, a slight sketch of their history may not be either useless or unentertaining. It may be of special utility to those gentlemen who are zealous advocates for the long established opinion of the inferiority of one half of the human species to the other. The numerous partizans of this opinion enlist the whole force of their eloquence and ingenuity, in opposition to every plan for an improvement in the education of females; because, if the fair and rational method were adopted of giving their understandings an equally extensive cultivation, the controversy would infallibly terminate, and the lofty structure of their fancied superiority, strengthened as it is by the lapse of ages, and embellished by the genius and industry of successive generations, must crumble into ruins. But to my story.


The lady to whose house I first went had formerly inhabited an elegant mansion in the most airy and agreeable part of the city. Its internal decorations had displayed the opulence and taste of the possessors. She was young and beautiful. An only child of wealthy parents, who had given her not merely an elegant but a judicious education. She had not only been taught to speak French and Italian, to step a minuet with grace, and to call the most exquisite tones from the piano-forte, but her intellectual powers had been carefully cultivated, and her whole soul fraught with just and elevated sentiments. Like other women, she had been taught the use of the needle; but her imagination had not been benumbed by painful and unwholesome application to it, nor her understanding fettered and enervated by fashionable frivolities. She entered with eagerness, and trod with alacrity, the paths of science; but her favourite study was that sublime philosophy which defines the relative duties between man and his fellow man; and her practise, as far as circumstances would admit, kept pace with her theoretical improvements.


At the age of eighteen she was married to a Mr. Charles Morton, who (to comprise his eulogium in a few words) was worthy of the felicity he possessed in his accomplished Henrietta. He was a merchant by profession, yet the exact arrangement of his extensive concerns afforded many hours of relaxation, which were eagerly devoted to more liberal purposes. In his study Henrietta was his constant associate. Her comprehensive mind, and active penetration, gave a new charm to every scientific pursuit, while the enchantments of her voice, her countenance, and the pure and exalted morality which eloquently flowed from her lips, animated his love of virtue till it rose to enthusiasm.


Such had for four years been the life of Charles and Henrietta Morton, when an unexpected reverse of fortune took place. The failures of several eminent merchants in the city embarrassed Mr. Morton’s circumstances. Henrietta immediately took proper measures to contract their expenses, and persevered in a plan of rigid economy. The prospect began to brighten, when his hopes were blasted, and his fate determined, by the depredations of the belligerent powers. A number of his vessels, of great value, were taken and condemned; and notwithstanding a just surrender of his property, the malignity of a single creditor consigned him to prison.


I will not undertake to say what were the emotions of Henrietta upon this occasion: certain it is, she did not sink into indolence and despondency. She immediately removed to a small house in an obscure court, and sold all her rich moveables for the benefit of her husband’s creditors, who had so far respected her virtues and misfortunes, that they had not insisted on the sale: and as Mr. Morton did not enter his prison with a large sum in hand, she cheerfully exerted herself to procure the means of subsistence for herself and two children, and to provide for the accommodation of her beloved Charles. This she was enabled to do by the unremitted exercise of her needle, during the three months he remained in confinement.


The mind of Mr. Morton was very differently affected by this occurrence. Warm and impetuous in his feelings, he had not acquired that maturity of reflection and systematic firmness which his accomplished wife daily exhibited. His powerful and ardent soul, suddenly arrested in the career of happiness and honour, was agitated almost to madness. When he recalled the lovely image of his Henrietta, and recollected that she, who was nursed in the lap of affluence, and whose delicate limbs were unaccustomed to laborious exercises, was now toiling for his support and her own, he cast a sickening eye on the grates of his prison. But when he reflected on her blooming youth, her exquisite beauty, and that she was in some degree without friends, and beheld the bolts and bars which surrounded her protector, he sunk down in an agony of grief and despair. The consequence of these violent emotions was a disorder in his frame, which, in its rapid progress, baffled the physicians; and, in four weeks after his liberation, Henrietta followed him to the grave.


It was a fortnight after this event took place that I entered her door. It opened into a small apartment, scantily lighted by two narrow windows. A slight table of the plainest materials, which stood between them, with a few windsor chairs, formed the principal part of its furniture, except that on one side stood a cradle, in which her infant daughter was sleeping. In the middle of the floor sat a little round-faced boy, playing with a small pair of scales, which he was endeavouring to balance with some flat pebbles. Simplicity, neatness, and quiet seemed to preside over the scene. Henrietta was standing by a window, with her back towards the door. Her drapery was of the deepest sable, and her rich auburn locks waved on her shoulders in profusion. The elegant symmetry of her form, the trance of meditation in which she seemed buried, but above all, my recollection of the events which gave rise to the present appearance of every thing around her, rendered me incapable of interrupting her reverie, till the creaking of the door, attracting her attention, she turned towards it. And never shall I lose the idea of the calm intrepidity which was expressed in her countenance. The energy of her mind had infused into her blue eyes an irresistible splendour; and the expansive benevolence, which taught her to lose her individual sufferings in an ardent desire to perform her duties, had diffused over her whole aspect a solemn benignity.


She advanced and, extending her arms with an affecting smile, embraced me. For a moment neither of us spoke. The silence was then interrupted by Henrietta. “The friend,” said she, “who remembers me at such a moment as this, deserves a cordial reception.” She paused, as if her rising sensibilities prevented her utterance. I seized this opportunity of inquiring after her health, with a view to divert her attention to indifferent topics. But her feelings had been too highly wrought to permit her to descend immediately to common dialogue, and her reply was rather a continuance of a train of reflections, in which probably she had been engaged when I entered, than a direct answer to my question. “I have lost my Charles,” resumed she, “but still I am a being bound to existence by innumerable ties. Tears and complaints are the acknowledged privilege on my sex, but how poor a tribute would these be to the memory of such a being as Charles Morton. The more clearly I perceive the nature and extent of the loss sustained, the more ardently I desire to supply that loss to my children and society, by acting the part of a rational and social being. I am assaulted by poverty. This is not a source of dejection to one who possesses in herself the means of independence. I am deserted by those who, under the name of friendship, were attached only to my wealth; but from my daily intercourse with the Author of nature, I derive tranquillity and hope. Those little helpless beings,” continued she, pointing to her children, “look up to me, not merely for support, but for every thing which makes existence valuable – for knowledge and virtue. They have claims upon me of the most irresistible nature, and I am still furnished with the means of complying with the requisition. Society also has demands upon me. I am bound to contribute, to the utmost of my power, to the general mass of happiness. My sex, and other circumstances, limit my personal efforts at present; but I am preparing and perfecting, in my children, an inestimable gift, to compensate the community for the arrears it has against me. Next to existence, the greatest benefit that can be bestowed upon a human being, is the enlargement and cultivation of his intellectual powers; and here are two beings, with whose powers and propensities my situation gives me sufficient opportunities of becoming acquainted. I live to profit by these opportunities – to guard the avenues to the minds of my children with indefatigable attention, that thus I may discharge the duty I owe to them, and to the public.”


Here she was silent. After a pause of admiration, I ventured to inquire into the nature of her plans for the future, which I found had been conceived, examined, and arranged with coolness and accuracy. In the period which most persons, possessed of such exquisite sensibility, would have lost in unavailing sorrows and complaints, she had devised means, and laid the foundation of future independence.


Condolence and advice are the common purposes of a visit on such occasions as this. These purposes, in the present instance, were frustrated; for it would have been absurd to affect condolence with her who was superior to misfortune; and advice was superfluous, as she had already exerted a clear and vigorous understanding in the best possible manner. After an hour’s conversation, during which she spoke and reasoned on her present situation with the same clearness of perception, I took my leave, my mind glowing with the most ennobling emotions, yet penetrated with regret, that the female world, and indeed mankind in general, did not more frequently produce such examples of wisdom and fortitude as Henrietta Morton.


In my walk to ---- Alley, the present residence of the lady I meant next to visit, I naturally began to compare those circumstances in her life which bore any resemblance to the events of the life of Mrs. Morton; as also to recal the scene in which I last saw Mrs. Blossom.


This lady was the heiress of a large fortune. Her fond but mistaken parents had spared neither attention nor expense to give her what is called the best education. Her French tutor, music, drawing, and dancing masters were the most approved the city afforded, and she possessed a natural acuteness and vivacity which enabled her to attain an unusual proficiency in these various accomplishments. All this was very well. But it was the misfortune of Miss Fanny Edwards, that her improvements went no father. She never resorted to a book for amusement or instruction; and her understanding was destitute of the important truth, that the real secret of felicity is to live for others. On the contrary, she was taught to live for herself, and to place her enjoyment in the most frivolous gratifications. Nature had given her an elegant exterior; and, from the age of thirteen, it became her ruling passion to decorate it. Her parents indiscreetly fostered this propensity by the extravagant sums they appropriated to her private use, and the rapturous applauses which, in the overflowing pride of their hearts, they bestowed on her beauty and gracefulness. Her acquaintance and servants followed their example, and her ears were perpetually filled with the most intoxicating flatteries. The delight she felt in hearing her own praise gave rise to an opinion, that this gratification could not be purchased at too great an expence. And as, in her eyes, the richest dress, jewels, and trinkets added to her personal charms, she annually expended, in the purchase of these articles, a sum adequate to the support of a frugal family.


It must be observed, that when I apply the term beauty to Miss Edwards, I use it according to common acceptation, and not in conformity to my own old-fashioned ideas on the subject. My opinion is, that the soul is the seat of all genuine beauty; that in proportion as a face expresses the virtue and intelligence of the mind, it is beautiful or otherwise; and that the beauty which alone is calculated to give me delight, can no more exist without these corresponding qualities in the mind, than a shadow without a substance. In addition to this error in estimating what is beauty, into which Miss Edwards, as well as her admirers, had fallen, and the consequent misapplication of her time and ingenuity, perhaps she was mistaken also in the opinion that costly and laboured ornaments heighten the effect of beauty. Perhaps it will be found, that an elegant form affects us in proportion to the lightness and simplicity of the drapery in which it is veiled; that we contemplate a beautiful face with a greater or less degree of pleasure, as the attention is more or less divided by surrounding circumstances. To my untutored organs, the attractions of a finely formed hand and arm are not enhanced by a profusion of rings and bracelets, nor the graceful turns of a snowy neck by gold chains and specimens of hair-work. But if, when admiring a beautiful object in simple robes, we were informed, that the extra expense necessary to furnish these equivocal embellishments was employed in benevolent purposes; that it was a fund to alleviate the miseries of the industrious poor; to support and educate the helpless orphan - what sublime emotions would mingle with our admiration.


These reflections, however, never once occurred to Miss Edwards in her thoughtless round of dress and amusement. At length, after innumerable triumphs over these who presumed to vie with her in splendour, she married a young gentleman who, as might be expected, excelled in those accomplishments which had obtained with her an exclusive preference - a fine person, and graceful address. Yet Mr. Blossom (that was the name of the gentleman) excelled in nothing more valuable: he had but little sagacity, and less benevolence; but he possessed the solid recommendation of fifty thousand pounds.


Thus placed, by what was stiled her happy destiny, in the very vortex of fashion and folly, with a fortune augmented to an unwieldy extent by the death of her parents, Mrs. Blossom plunged into dissipation and extravagance beyond example, even in the present state of manners in Philadelphia. As to her matrimonial connection, it was a circumstance which had very little influence on her happiness, in any other way than by enlarging her means of profusion. It was not to be expected that two beings, such as Henry and Fanny Blossom, were qualified to taste the sweets arising from mutual esteem and condescension: or that persons whose tastes had been so much vitiated by a life of mere amusement should retain a very exquisite relish for domestic pleasures. They did not indeed interfere much with each other’s different pursuits. They seldom met in the day; and, when they chanced to encounter, did not hold themselves in the least degree accountable for the disposition of their time or property, to the pleasure of each other. In this manner they moved through the circle of the year, indifferent to public and private duties; pitied, indeed, by the few, but envied by the multitude.


The last time I had had the honour of seeing this gay lady, was at a private ball, given in celebration of the day on which she completed her twenty-fourth year. Company detained me till an half hour beyond the time mentioned by the card; so that, when I arrived, the music had begun, and Mrs. Blossom was going down the first dance with an English gentleman of high rank and great personal attractions. The splendour of the scene was such, that I could scarcely believe the report of my senses. The ballroom, which was lofty and spacious, and of a circular form, had been converted, by the skill of the artist, into a Grecian temple. A dome, of light and elegant architecture, was supported by eighteen columns, apparently of white marble, and of the order of Corinth. It was dedicated to Mirth. Opposite the principal entrance was a statue, of exquisite workmanship, surrounded with emblems and devices expressive of her character. The columns were hung with festoons of flowers, and innumerable lamps were suspended; in every variety of figure. The Grecian history had been ransacked to furnish characteristic dresses; and, though the eye of an antiquarian might discover many incongruities, to my unenlightened imagination it had the effect of magic, and I could with difficulty persuade myself that I was not at Athens, the seat of the arts, and the pride of the ancient world. It was in this scene, displaying an elegance of form and motion which Phryne herself might have envied, with eyes sparkling with gaiety, and glowing cheek, that I had last seen Mrs. Blossom.


Since that time a direful reverse of circumstances had taken place. Mr. Blossom and his lady had contrived to dissipate a fortune, adequate to the noblest purposes, without performing one highly generous or beneficial action. The remembrance of past excesses, and neglected advantages, did not in any degree lessen the evils of poverty and contempt, nor the recollection of past splendour reconcile him to the bare and gloomy walls of a prison, to which he was consigned. As for the lady, she had never anticipated so much as a reduction of her extravagant expenses or thought of furnishing herself with resources of pleasure in case the means of enjoying balls and concerts should be ravished from her: nay, she did not consider pleasure as attainable in any other sphere than that in which she moved.


In speculating on these vicissitudes, and picturing to myself what effect they might have had on her character, I was unconscious of the streets I passed, and almost mechanically reached her door, which was in the narrow dirty alley above mentioned. It was the entrance to a room about twelve feet square, with a ceiling proportionably low. The little light admitted by one small window, was very much abridged by a rich chintz curtain, deeply discoloured with dust and smoke. The curtain had been contracted in all its dimensions before it could be brought to answer its present destination. A mahogany card table, covered also with dust, stood before an enormous gilt looking-glass which literally reached from the floor to the ceiling, though it stood somewhat in a leaning posture to prevent the ornaments from being injured, and under the table sat a lapdog playing with his image in the glass. The chairs and other furniture, which were huddled into this apartment, were the relics of former opulence, and all bore the traces of present neglect. In one corner of the room sat a pale emaciated figure leaning over a miserable squalid infant, in whom I could not for some moments recognise the gay and elegant Mrs. Blossom.


She was indeed the very reverse of what I had heretofore seen her. Her soiled and neglected dress, her haggard eyes and cheeks bathed in tears, but illy accorded with the birth-night scene which still glowed in my imagination; or the abject despondency, the helpless indolence, which her conversation expressed, with the dignified composure and firm independence of spirit which I had just beheld in Mrs. Morton. I was oppressed with the sensations which the contrast excited, and inwardly lamented the miserable spectacle which a human being without knowledge and without virtue exhibits, when under the pressure of misfortune. When we see such beings in the hey-day of prosperity, we see them happy to a certain extent. An enlightened observer will doubtless regret that their minds are not furnished with the means of more perfect and permanent enjoyment; yet still the prospect does not so deeply affect us. But take away the bubbles which pleased and supported them in their airy circles, and all that remains to them is unmingled degradation and despair.


I love, and am solicitous for the dignity of my sex, and ardently with that they may rise to their true station in society: that, animated by those splendid examples which the present age has furnished, they may tread the paths rendered illustrious by a Woolstonecraft and a Barbauld.


I do not mean that every female should become an authouress, but that every one should enrich and exercise her intellectual powers, and by these means lay an unequivocal and incotrovertible claim to that equality for which they were formed by the hand of their Creator.

13.

SUDDEN  IMPULSES

“Let us turn down this avenue,” said I to Matilda, as we were the other day, walking in the State-House yard. “It is true, the foliage has not yet sufficiently expanded to shield us from the glare of a noon-day sun. The approach of summer is, as yet, announced only be the swelling of the buds, and the balmy vernal breeze. Yet this situation is more favourable to observation on the busy human scene before us, and we are ourselves more secluded from notice than in the main walk. It is thus I love to survey the world. Whether my views extend to an empire, or are bounded by an acre, I still wish to place myself, as it were behind the scene. My youth, my sex, and inexperience, furnish my apology for the indulgence of this timidity. I am sensible, times and occasions may occur in which it would be criminal. But they who have still to exert their whole energy to dispel the mist of ignorance and prejudice by which they are enveloped; whose whole attention is requisite to weed from their own minds the seeds of vice and folly, may be excusable in the exercise of this caution. If, for the present, they decline the post of public observation for the sly nook of obscurity; if their hands presume not to touch the mighty lever, whose operations are to harmonise society, and diffuse happiness to remotest generation, they are uncensurable. Unless, indeed, they think obscurity an excuse for indolence, and neglect the culture of that portion of intelligence assigned to their peculiar attention.


“Yet I confess,” said I, smiling as I glanced my eye over the face and figure of my friend, “if I wish for seclusion, I have a most unpromising companion. A young and beautiful woman can rarely taste the sweets of independence and retirement. The moment she makes her appearance, the passions are in arms. Passion is a fruitful source of injustice; and it is eminently contagious. The poisonous miasma of putrid fevers are not more so. No sooner does a female of exalted personal attractions, make her entry on the theatre of life, than she is involved in a baneful atmosphere of ever varying and tumultous passions. How pure and innocent soever may be her own mind; however tranquil her own bosom; and, however just her conceptions of virtue and duty, wherever she moves she is in danger of exciting gloomy and malignant emotions. She  is young: Her bosom glows with the tenderest sympathies. Where shall she look for a friend to partake of her enjoyments, and to sooth her vexations? Among those who are formed in a similar mould; who are allied to her by the circumstance of sex. She makes the attempt. But her beauty, instead of expanding, bars up every avenue to their hearts. For the possession of this they hate and envy her. Shall she fly to the other sex? There she is received with smiles and blandishments, more destructive in their tendency, and more hateful in their motive, than cruelty and rage.”


“Nay,” said Matilda, “are you not now a little too severe? Can there be a human being so depraved, as, when gazing on the features of a beautiful and virtuous female, to find there only food for dark unsocial passions? Will you forgive me, Constance, if I dissent from your opinion? I acknowledge your superior attainments. I know that, though equals in age, circumstances have enabled you to amass a fund of experience greatly superior to what I can boast. You have had an opportunity of observing men and manners, in different climates and modified by various governments. You may have analyzed the effects of beauty, when embrowned by torrid suns, or bleached by Norwegian frosts. And yet, of what you assert to be general, I have the audacity to question the existence.”


“Nevertheless, what I have asserted is a fact,” said I, “such beings do exist. Yet do not mistake me, nor think that I harbour any degree of severity towards errors so deplorable. Surely there must be some radical evil in those social institutions to which these mischiefs are attributable. I think I have been enabled to trace them to their source, and I know I am capable of sincerely commiserating their baneful effect. But what shall I say? My conceptions are too vehement for utterance, when I contemplate the frightful consequences produced in society by female beauty, and its attendant passions. - But hush! here is a specimen of the portion of seclusion allotted to a handsome female.”


As I spoke we were accosted by a young gentleman of a most engaging appearance. He was introduced by Matilda’s cousin. His figure was tall and majestic. His complexion was still florid, though it bore the tinge of more southern climates. His countenance, the most luminous and ardent that can be imagined. He had been a traveller, and had resided in Philadelphia scarcely two months. His fancy was luxuriant, and his elocution rich and flowing. He had gazed on the variegated scene of political affairs with an eye enlightened by prophecy. Every look and gesture bespoke an overbearing energy of character, which defied all obstacles in the prosecution of its purpose. He addressed Matilda. He gazed on her; he sighed; his voice, his countenance assumed the melting tenderness of love. I perceived his situation at a glance. Nothing less than a mask could obscure the glowing intelligence of Lawrence Freemore’s countenance. I became anxious for Matilda, whose looks and manners sufficiently indicated the pleasure and admiration which the accomplished stranger had inspired. I wished to put an end to this dangerous interview, and was endeavouring to think of some excuse for leaving the place. But my caution was superfluous: At that moment the young gentleman turned pale, and clasping his hands, exclaimed with vehemence, “Good heavens! what have I done!” and bowing, abruptly hurried from us.


We were not a little disconcerted; and perplexed ourselves to no purpose in conjecturing the occasion of these mysterious appearances. Nothing however occured, from which we could derive any information.


Next morning his name was again announced. He entered, but he was no longer the same. He was pale and dejected. Self-accusation sat on his brow, and the whole expression of his face bespoke his sensibility painfully excited. Matilda was absent. I received him with the cordiality of a friend, which emboldened him, and invited to ease and confidence.


“Constance,” said he, “I believe you have conceived an esteem for me. I believe you think me incapable of an act of wanton inhumanity; yet, at this moment, I assure you I feel somewhat of the remorse of a murderer.” I started. “I tell you,” said he, in a tone still more solemn, “I am the veriest slave in existence: I am the slave of my passions. A child, compared with me, has the strength of Hercules. I am a dupe to the impulse of the moment. When,” said he, with inimitable pathos, “when shall I burst these adamantine fetters, and become a rational being. Matilda, your too charming friend Matilda, is my tyranness. From the first moment I beheld her, my mind has been a scene of tumult and confusion; sleep has forsaken me; and, for some weeks past, I have existed only in the hope of being introduced to her acquaintance.


“Yesterday,” added he, “I was hurried by this passion into a breach of duty, which I shall severely expiate. My landlady is a kind benevolent creature, whose virtues render her respectable, though neither her capacity nor information are extensive. Her domestic affections had been called forth by a numerous family of children, all of whom, except one, had been snatched from her in infancy. She is now a widow, and all her hopes, all her happiness, have for some years centered in one darling boy, a very promising youth.


“Yesterday morning he was seized with a sudden and violent disorder. The despair of the mother was beyond description. I did not escape the contagion: My heart throbbed responsive to her agonies. A physician was to be procured immediately. I undertook the task and went to his house; but he was not within. A servant directed me to the spot where I met you. The moment I cast my eyes on my adored Matilda I forgot my landlady’s distress; I forgot the sufferings of her son; I lost sight of every thing except the object of my wishes. There was not a moment to be lost. I pursued you as you glided along the private path, overtook, and had the happiness of gazing at, and conversing with my angelic mistress. You recollect the rest, and can account for my emotion when I parted with you. My negligence was fatal. The mother, after waiting my return some time, sent another messenger. The physician came. He said, had he been called fifteen minutes sooner, the boy might have been restored; but it was now too late.


“You, Constance, cannot be supposed capable of conceiving what were my feelings on entering my landlady’s house. The youth was dead. The funeral ceremonies were preparing. The distracted mother, overwhelmed with affliction, was incapable even of lifting an accusing eye to him whose unpardonable negligence was the cause of this unexpected calamity. I stood breathless for a moment; then, rushing into my chamber, revolved in my mind the events of the day.


“For a time, the violence of my remorse overpowered even my passion for Matilda. It was to that source I traced the omission of a sacred duty, the relief of a fellow being. The headlong impetuosity with which I had pursued my own gratification, now appeared in the highest degree unjust and hateful. Even the melting fascination of her charms appeared, to my distempered mind, a baneful and pernicious spell. These transports were momentary; my love returned; it overwhelmed my soul with painful, yet delicious sensations. Yet in what manner would she view my conduct! How inauspicious was the moment I had chosen for an interview! And with what confidence could I address a woman possessing a high sense of moral rectitude, while oppressed by a consciousness of my own weakness and injustice? These considerations completed my misery. Constance, let it be engraved on your understanding that the man who implicitly yields to the dictates of passion, however rich and various may be his intellectual resources, and however lofty his pretensions to liberty, is degraded by the most pernicious of all slavery.”    

CONSTANCE:
14.

ON APPARITIONS,

IN A LETTER FROM A COUNTRY GENTLEMAN

TO HIS FRIEND IN TOWN.

Pray, Sir, what is your opinion respecting the power which the living may obtain over the dead? I suppose you will easily see what it was that put me upon asking this question. Not long ago, an instance of this power was said to be given by a person in your city, and I want much to know the truth or falsehood of the tale.

Some business carried me to town just as the rumor began to circulate; but, as I had pressing calls from the country, I could not stay long enough to obtain satisfaction upon it. Will you tell me whether any thing, as to this transaction, has since occurred, and what your own opinion is concerning it.

I know you will smile at this request, and tell me that such tales are always confuted by their own absurdity. I confess to you that I shall not be contented with such an answer. State the circumstances, truly and minutely, if your leisure permits, and allow me to draw my own inferences. This is a fact which, I think, admits of evidence; and, in order to believe it, I ask no more than the grave assertions of a man whose veracity is generally known.

I know that belief is commonly very much at the service of inclination. "Credo quia placet,'' is a maxim that, in a greater or less degree, governs all of us, and, therefore, I do not pretend to be exempt from its influence. I rejoice at every thing which testifies the power which men may obtain over themselves or others. I am pleased to discover, that a piece of paper, with certain characters inscribed on it, commonly called a letter, is able to draw a living man from one end of the world to the other; but I am still more pleased to find, that a few sounds from the lips, or contortions of the limbs, will summon the dead from their invisible abodes. I do not wish you to deceive me, but, I tell you beforehand, that I shall be more pleased to receive from you a confirmation than a confutation of the story to which I allude.

You may suppose that, on my return home, I mentioned the rumor to Mr. S ‑ . Perhaps you will like to know in what manner he received it. You know that, though a clergyman, he is unaccountably sceptical on this head; and, though always willing to hear, and apparently much amused by stories of this kind, he never scruples, however plausible they may be, to deny their truth.

I was somewhat surprized,  therefore, to observe with what solemnity he listened to my tidings. As soon as I had done, he said that the incident was  remarkable, and more so, in his eyes, on account of the resemblance which it bore to a transaction that had fallen within his own knowledge. I was  inquisitive, of course, as to this transaction, and he readily gratified my curiosity.

You know, said he, that before I came to America, I superintended a congregation in Holstein. Curiosity and business sometimes called me away from home. On one occasion they happened to call me to Hamburg: while there, I ate and lodged with a medical professor in the college, who was once my school‑fellow, and with whom I had been intimate from childhood. No man's veracity and rectitude were less questionable. He was not only void of superstition, but had, in fact, adopted, though he did not openly avow, opinions subversive of all religion.

On the day of my arrival, I accompanied him to dine with a magistrate of the city, highly respectable for probity and talents. The company was select, and consisted chiefly of old friends. An Hungarian gentleman, whom the Austrian government had exiled, on account of his attachment to liberty, was the only stranger present. This man was accomplished in many sciences, and his sufferings in a virtuous cause shewed  that he did not merely prate about fortitude and patriotism.

Both my friend and I had much curiosity to see him. As he arrived only on the preceding day, this was the first opportunity that offered. He was a pale, emaciated and tall personage. His countenance was serious and mild, and, in my opinion, very expressive of his character. His conversation abounded with proofs of acute penetration and large experience, chastened by modesty. In the course of talk, the nature of the soul and the condition of human beings after death, were discussed. Apparitions were, of course, introduced, and questions were canvassed, whether these shadowy witnesses had ever appeared at the bar, and what credit, even if they should appear, ought to be given to their testimony.

The Hungarian denied that he had ever beheld an appearance of this kind, but admitted the possibility of such appearances, ascribing them, however, to some internal affection of the organs of sense. Such affections were inexplicable and uncommon, but undoubtedly existed. They sometimes took place fortuitously; sometimes in consequence of the voluntary exertions, either of him who saw the image and heard the voice, or of some other.

The first part of the assertion was generally admitted, but the latter was denied. No one believed that apparitions and sounds could be called up, at the will of him to whom they appeared; much less that voices may be made to salute my ear, and images to hover in my sight, at the will of another.

The stranger seemed somewhat indignant at the unanimity and confidence with which his position was denied. All eyes were fixed upon him. He was silent, and his countenance indicated somewhat like a struggle of motives and resolutions. He at last said, "My friends, I am not surprized  at your incredulity. I am half angry with myself for making an assertion which I may reasonably be required to prove, which, indeed, I can prove, but of which the proof cannot be given without much personal inconvenience and pain. This inconvenience I am willing to incur, to shew that my declaration was not precipitate and groundless, if any present are willing to be the subject of experiment."

The first emotions which these words excited bordered upon ridicule. Curiosity at length prompted some one to inquire into the nature of the experiment proposed to be made.

He answered, that any one present might retire from the company, and shut himself up alone in a dark apartment. An illumination should immediately take place, and the image of one dead should appear before him. As to the individual appearing, it should be one named in the absence of the seer, and of whom the operator knew nothing but the name.

This promise being made with undissembled gravity, excited a general desire to put his abilities to the test. No one present believed the possibility of such appearance, but each ascribed the Hungarian's confidence to a belief that his proposal would awaken the latent superstition of his hearers, and that their fears would deter them from embracing his offer; or, if any one should embrace it, either that his fancy would create a vision, or his pride induce him to profess that the vision was created.

All were now willing to undergo the trial. The wizard warned us that the regard due to his own ease would hinder him from repeating the experiment. It could be made but once, and but one person could experience the miracle. Our host was far from being most eager to enjoy the privilege; but his sobriety of mind, and his adherence to truth being well known, the preference, on this occasion, was willingly assigned to him.

The apartment which we occupied was connected with another by a door. Our host retired by this door into the next room, which had no other entrance except by windows, looking from a second story into the street. The evening had arrived, and the closed room was known to be without light.

Our surprize was somewhat excited on observing that the stranger seemed to have lost none of his confidence. All the company except our host, continued sitting round the table, and our attention had but one object.

I was less incredulous than my companions, and was, therefore, more interested in the issue of this adventure. The apparition was now to be named, and the privilege of naming him was, at my earnest request, assigned to me.

I had no doubt of the upright intentions of the magistrate. It was thought proper, however, to make suitable provision against deceit. For this end, a name was to be written in the blank leaf of a pocket volume, which I had with me. This name was to be shewn to the wizard, but concealed from the rest of the company, and was not, on any account, to be uttered. The stranger was to continue in his seat during the process, and not to utter a syllable.

These preliminaries were performed. Three years before, the only and darling child of the magistrate had died. The child's name was Catharine, but the father never called her by any other name than Kit. I believed that this domestic circumstance was unknown to the Hungarian, and knew that the phlegmatic temper of the magistrate would be more powerfully moved by this apparition than any other. I therefore wrote the simple monosyllable -- Kit.

The stranger having cast his eye on the name, took from his pocket a small ivory cylinder, about three inches in length and half an inch thick. With this instrument he struck four strokes upon the table, at unequal intervals of some minutes. A pause of general and uninterrupted silence succeeded. Every eye was vigilantly bent upon the stranger.

His countenance, at first, betokened seriousness and deep abstraction. His eye was bent down and was immovably fixed for more than fifteen minutes. His tranquillity of features gradually gave place to emotion. The muscles of his face were observed to grow tremulous. This agitation became vehement, and extended to every muscle of his body. His hands were clasped forcibly together, and he breathed with difficulty.

This deportment was wholly unexpected by the company. They looked for nothing but an artificial fury, fostered and betokened by outcries and gesticulations. Instead of an intellectual operation, they expected the farce of incantation, mystic characters, traced with charcoal, and high-sounding jargon.

It was impossible for ludicrous sensations to find place during this exhibition. Silence and a fixed attitude added wonderfully to the terrific nature of the scene. Features, in an high degree intelligent, were now actuated by tremendous, but inscrutaL,le meaning.

His feelings having reached a certain pitch, suddenly subsided. He moved his eyes, and said in a faint voice, "It is past." Our attention was now transferred from the operator to the subject. After a pause of some minutes, the door opened, and the magistrate came forth, with consternation and dismay deeply written on his brow. As soon as he could speak, he exclaimed, "Good God! this is, indeed, a miracle! I have seen my departed child!"

Every hand was laid upon the book in which the name had been written, and which, after being shewn to the magician, had been placed upon the table. Being all well acquainted with our host, the person designated by the monosyllable Kit, was instantly perceived.

After a momentary confusion, our host resumed his place at the table, and assured us, with a solemnity that could not be counterfeited, that the image of his child had stood before him.

In a short time after, some urgent duty of his office required his presence, and he left us in haste, promising to return as speedily as possible, and requesting us not to separate till then.

This incident excited in every mind a certain degree of faith, and an earnest wish to ascertain the truth by our own inspection. After much importunity, and with slow reluctance, the Hungarian consented to repeat the experiment. The next subject was my friend, the medical professor. The rest instinctively recoiled from this adventure. I was highly pleased with this choice, because he was the only one where incredulity seemed undiminished, and because I best knew the stubbornness of his veracity.

The scene before described was repeated. The name was written by one of the visitants, and was that of my friend's brother, who had died in India, in the service of Hyder  Ally. The same scene was repeated, and three strokes were again struck. My friend came forth with panick‑struck and pallid features, and confessed that he had seen his brother.

A message was soon after received from the magistrate, apologizing for the unavoidable continuance of his absence, and requesting us to dine with him on the morrow. The company now separated, but not until the Hungarian had earnestly adjured them to conceal what they had witnessed.

In the way to my lodgings, my mind was fully occupied by reflections on this singular transaction. The Hungarian made no pretentions to supernatural aid. The power he possessed had, he said, been discovered by accident, and consisted only in calling up the image of the seer, and stretching every faculty with a vehement desire of succeeding in the attempt.

My friend and I had no sooner retired to his closet, than he confessed that the scene to which I had been a witness, was a sheer imposture. It was concerted in the morning, between the magistrate, the Hungarian and himself.

For what end? I asked.

Merely to try the force of testimony on the minds of our companions. It was intended that the truth should be disclosed before the meeting was at an end. This was prevented by the unseasonable engagement of our host, who, by inviting us again to-morrow, intended, no doubt, to seize the earliest opportunity of undeceiving the company.

Is there not duplicity and falsehood in this affair?

Undoubtedly. Duplicity and falsehood are criminal, you will say, but recollect that this deception was to last for a moment; that no injury could flow from it; but a forcible example should be given of the power of a combination over the convictions of mankind. Our friends had boasted of their independence of all evidence but that of their own senses; yet, I warrant you, not one of them but finds his incredulity vanquished.

But what were the means of deception? How could you or the magistrate discover the persons whose names had been written?

Remember the strokes upon the table. A clock stood in each room, the motions of whose pendulums coincided. The first stroke was to warn our host to count the clickings of the clock. Each successive click from that signal, was to stand in its order for a letter of the alphabet. When that click arrived which corresponded with the first letter of the name, the stranger struck the table. This, likewise, was a signal for the enumeration to begin again. The remaining letters were designated in the same manner.

But that aspect of solemnity! those convulsions of the frame! was it possible to counterfeit them?

The Hungarian, it must be owned, was  an excellent actor. There was, indeed, equivocation, rather than falsehood, in the words of our host. It was true, if he faced the south wall of the apartment, that the image of his child stood before him, since, on that wall, hung a whole-length of his darling Kit.

I was far from approving this imposture. I feared that more inconveniences would flow from it than the actors were aware of. My prognostics were fulfilled, for, notwithstanding the injunctions of secrecy, one of the company, soon after his return home, imparted the tidings to his wife and a company of gossips with whom he found her fire‑side surrounded. The celerity with which the news flew through the city, is wholly inconceivable. By noon, next day, it was buzzed in every corner, and had descended, with sundry aggravations and additions, from the parlour to the kitchen, and from the palace to the hovel.

The credulous believed, the sceptical doubted, but all ran with speed to the fountains of intelligence, to the houses of those who were said to have been present when the necromancer waved his ivory wand, and spirits of the dead obeyed his call. The magistrate and professor, as the chief witnesses, were crowded with inquirers, to ther unspeakable surprize and mortification. Physicians, clergymen, advocates, authors, and gazetteers, hastened to their lodgings to obtain a confirmation of the tale. Parties were formed, and the Hungarian was importuned to give a thousand exhibitions of his skill.

The public were slowly and imperfectly undeceived. Rumour carried the miracle farther than the confutation would ever reach. Much obloquy was thrown upon the persons who were instrumental to the fraud. The Hungarian, for fear of being mobbed and hooted at for holding commerce with the devil, was compelled to leave the city.

You see, my friend, that there is a tolerable likeness between your story and mine. The denouement may be different. When it comes, as come it will, we shall see: meanwhile I shall wait with all imaginable patience.












F. R.

15.

THE PUNISHMENT OF RIDICULE:

A Fragment.


This evening I called, on my way home, at Canning’s. I found him standing within the door of his shop, and laughing with the utmost glee. I looked, at first, for the object of his good-humour, but found that his attention was occupied merely with mirthful recollections.


His laughter would not, for a long time, permit him to explain the incident that affected him. At length he told me that, when a boy, he used to join other boys in persecuting an old crabbed wretch who lived in the town of Lancaster. His name was Linehoff. He inhabited an hut in the purlieus, and maintained himself, he knew not how; but his whole care seemed to be laid out upon a couple of pigs. These he suffered to range abroad during the day, but pent them up at night in a small enclosure adjoining his house. As evening approached, it was his business to entice the wanderers into their pen. They commonly hovered in sight at that hour, and he had little more to do than stand at his door and cry out pig! pig! pig! There was nothing singular in these words. All that was remarkable lay in the voice of him who uttered them: but that was so loud, shrill, and discordant, as to attract the notice and excite the astonishment of every one within hearing.


Boys are remarkably sagacious with respect to the singularities of their seniors, and always select something in the gait, accents, or figure of an object, as a theme of ridicule. This man soon became distinguished by his call. His tones, though uncommon, were easily mimicked. Whenever he appeared in the street, he was pursued with the cry of pig! pig! pig! uttered with a tolerably exact imitation of his own discords.


This treatment was sure to exasperate him in the highest degree. He would pursue the culprits with every mark of rage, threatening to tear them into a thousand pieces. Their alertness easily eluded the pursuit of a feeble old man, and while he ran after one, he himself was pursued by others, scores of them, clamouring with all their pig! pig! pig! might till the unhappy man’s fury mounted almost to distraction.


In proportion as this treatment was galling to him, was the diligence and unanimity of their zeal, till at length Linehoff removed his habitation to some other part of the country. To this removal he was generally believed to have been prompted by the unceasing persecutions to which he was exposed.


Twelve years have since elapsed. Canning came to this city, and, you know, is now settled here. Some months ago, he observed an old man frequently pass his shop door. There was something in the air and figure of the passenger which seemed familiar to him. This evening, on his passing again, he went to the window, and followed him, for a few seconds, with his eye. He tasked his recollection in order to retrieve the almost obliterated image. Suddenly he recognized this person to be no other than Linehoff. All the circumstances attending his former knowledge of him, thronged at once into his memory; and, guided by an almost involuntary impulse, he thrust his head forward and cried out, in the genuine style of old Linehoff, pig! pig! pig!

The old man started as if bitten by a rattle-snake; stopped; looked fearfully round, first this way, then that; and stammered out a few execrations. Searching in vain for his tormentor, he resumed his way but mended his pace, and occasionally cast his eye behind him.


Our friend was making himself very merry with this adventure, when an old uncouth personage suddenly presented himself at the door. His countenance expressed the utmost eagerness and anxiety. He first fixed his eye upon me, and, in the hurry of his scrutiny, brought his face to within three inches of mine. He found no satisfaction from this survey, and turned his view towards our friend. At that moment Canning burst into loud laughter, and this circumstance was sufficient to betray him. The old man lifted his arm, and, with one blow, levelled Canning with the earth. This attack was made with the swiftness of lightning, and allowed our friend no time to repel or elude the stroke. He, however, instantly recovered his feet. They did not support him long, for the old man, brandishing a pen-knife, plunged it into his body.


Immediate interference prevented a repetition of the stroke, which happily, proved to be short of killing. The old man foamed with fury, and it required the strength of several people to repress his efforts. I easily discovered that this was the persecuted Linehoff. How acute must have been the sufferings of this man when they prompted him to so signal a revenge upon the author of them!


Nothing appears to me more detestable and merciless than this spirit of ridicule, when I reflect upon the consequences it produces: but I know that it arises not from a cruel, but a thoughtless disposition: it is often found in men of incontestible benevolence. Such is our friend; and yet, in the features of this man, pregnant with impatience and anger, he found only new incitements to laughter.


Linehoff was, of course, transported to prison. I find that he is a resident in this city, and has, for several years, maintained himself, and a bed-ridden wife, by his industry. He bears the repute of a sober, harmless, and indefatigable person. The change that has now befallen him, must quickly end in his destruction, and that of the desolate and decrepid old creature his wife. Imprisonment, though it do not terminate in trial or in execution, will, nevertheless, be ruinous to one in his circumstances.


Canning is declared to be out of danger; but the cure of his wound will be lingering and painful; and his consequent inactivity will be essentially detrimental to his affairs. Such is the penalty of lawless and precipitate ridicule.

16.

THE EVILS OF RESERVE IN MARRIAGE.


Believe me, Mary, that to the security of matrimonial felicity, no quality is more necessary than candour. All reserve, obscurity, or disguise, are productive of indifference, suspicion, or distrust. Let my example convince you of the necessity of perfect candour, and unbounded confidence in the conjugal union. There should exist such an unity of interest that every pleasure or pain should be common, and all separate enjoyment or suffering is an injury to its sacred rights.


The more exquisite the sensibility, the more tender the attachment, the more poignant the pain inflicted by distrust and suspicion.


My husband was a man of strong understanding, a thoughtful disposition, and tender heart. His temper was reserved and sedate, and he seldom, with his own accord, communicated either his pains or his pleasures, particularly the first; and the most acute mental or bodily suffering would be endured in silence, unless drawn from him by the inquiries of his friends. Yet, to few persons were the soothings of tenderness more acceptable, and there were few whose happiness was more dependant on the assiduities of affection. Such, too, was my disposition; delighting in the sympathies of love, yet withheld from ever seeking them, by an unconquerable diffidence and reserve. 


His business kept him almost the whole day from home. His office was in the centre of the city, and, as our residence was at one of its extremities, the walk was long and wearisome. Indignant at all fraud, oppression, or injustice, his mind was perpetually harrassed, and his temper fretted by those exhibitions of mankind to which his profession exposed him.


At the approach of evening I would trim my little fire, prepare the tea-table, and wait, with impatience, the return of my husband, whom I imagined, glad of a release from labour, would enter with a smiling face, embrace me with tenderness, and in some mode or other express his pleasure.


But, alas! how different was the real from the imagined scene! He enters, and throwing himself on a chair, is grave and silent. Mortified and disappointed, I ask not the cause of this silence, but pour out his tea and hand it to him, with a countenance strongly marked by discontent and gloom. Thus passes the evening, in mutual, though silent suffering.


You, Mary, instead of awaiting the salutation of your husband, would have hastened to the door, at the sound of his footsteps, flown to him with a joy-enlightened countenance, and by tender inquiry would have learned the cause of any gloom which appeared on his face. Affected and pleased by these proofs of your affection, he would have explained to you any disappointment or disturbance that had happened, would have owned he was disgusted and wearied with the injustice he had met with, or the labour he had undergone. These, contrasted with the tranquil and tender pleasures you had prepared, would have endeared him to his home, and have made him forget the evils of society. You would have dissipated his chagrin, his cheerfulness would have returned, the sentiment of gratitude would have been added to love, and your hours would have passed in all the delight of mutual affection. But how different was the effect produced by my conduct. Fatigued, sick and dejected, my husband had promised himself, that on his return home, the glad welcome of a tender wife would have compensated for all he had suffered; but, instead of this, he perceived only silence and melancholy. He knew his own feelings were obvious, yet they passed unnoticed. His peace of mind, he concluded, was of too little importance to interest his wife; for, certainly, if she had felt solicitude, there would be some expression of it. Disappointed in his anticipated pleasure, and offended by such apparent indifference, he was cold and distant in his manner; thus unknowingly increasing the cause of his own dissatisfaction by increasing mine. Had either of us made those inquiries, without which neither of us would speak, or had we candidly owned our suspicions of indifference, the evil would have been remedied. The incidents of each day, by producing some new cause for complaint, increased the difficulty of an explanation. As the cold blasts of winter congeal the flowing stream, so does neglect or indifference still the warm current of affection.


The sun will return and dissolve these icy bands, but each instance of unkindness removes to a greater distance the return of that confidence which alone can restore the warmth of love. Each day distrust increased, and removed the possibility of an explanation.


This reserve extended to the minutest concerns. I remember one day, he brought from market a dish of which he was extremely fond, and ordered it dressed in a particular manner. Desirous of pleasing him, I attended to it myself, and thought I should have been amply rewarded for this little trouble, by his satisfaction. When it came on table, I watched him, expecting to hear him praise it, and thank me for my attention. He tasted it, and without saying a word, pushed it from him and called for another plate. You will perhaps smile when I tell you, that my eyes filled with tears, and I was so choaked with emotion that I could not articulate a word. My silence, my emotion, he construed into sullenness and anger. This naturally increased his displeasure. Had I but smiled, had I but spoken one word, or when the tears flowed down my cheeks, had I allowed him to see them and explained their source, it would not only have restored his good humour, but, by discovering my fond desire to please, would have excited his tenderness. But this was impossible.


Now you, Mary, would have laughed, rallied him on being so difficult to please, assured him you had done your best, and good naturedly have promised to have done better next time. He would have thanked you for your endeavour. With such a disposition as his, your desire to gratify him would fully have compensated for the loss of his dinner. How innumerable are the instances I could give you of the pain and the misery produced by this reserve of disposition! How many wakeful nights have I passed, weeping the want of the tenderness and confidence of my husband, while he, restless and disturbed by the evils incident to life, would tax me with cruelty for not inquiring into, and participating his disquietudes.


This reserve, which for years had been increasing, at last became a settled habit. My cheerfulness had entirely deserted me: I went into no company, and I received no visitors. My melancholy became fixed, and the little pleasure my husband found at home, induced him to seek it abroad. My tea-table used to wait in vain, no one came to partake of this evening meal. With my arms folded on the table, and my aching head laid on them, I sighed away my solitary hours. That keeness of feeling which a heart unused to suffering experiences, was blunted by repeated strokes. The alternations of hope and fear gave place to the stagnation of indifference. The effort to please was lost in despair. Too restless to apply to foreign objects, my active mind preyed on itself, and, left at last to perfect solitude, I sunk into an uninterrupted lethargy. I now saw my husband only during our hasty and silent meals: fond of social pleasure and sprightly discourse, he spent his evenings among those friends to whom his many virtues had endeared him.


Even on the bed of sickness, this mutual reserve and suspicion did not yield place to anxiety and tenderness, and these circumstances only increased the fear which silence inflicted. I was one day by his bed-side, and offered something which was refused. It was the manner in which this was done that afflicted me; this manner, however, is indescribable. It seemed to me like an intimation, that my attendance was irksome. I might have been mistaken. Pain and sickness might have been the cause. I did not, however, inquire, as at that time I had no doubt, but considered it as proof of indifference. I was but little in his room: I left to others those attentions which I only should have paid. He never left that room; but there ended a life, many years of which might have been happy, but which were miserable. That sensibility which might have given birth to the purest and most exquisite pleasures, was, from the want of candour and explicitness, changed into an instrument of torture.


The happiest life is not exempt from moments of lassitude, weariness, perplexity and distraction. Whenever the countenance or manners indicate either, let the friend seek for the cause, and let confidence and plain dealing banish all distrust or suspicion.

N.

17.

FRIENDSHIP:

AN ORIGINAL LETTER

Let  me thank you, my beloved friend, with tears of true pleasure, for this letter. How happy am I in your love and confidence! How zealous shall I be, and how proud to deserve It!

You cannot think, for I cannot describe my feelings when you first made advances to me, and offered me your friendship. Your first visit ‑ how unlooked  for! and your manners so affectionate and affable! your inquiries so tender and free, to me, that was so absolute a stranger to the world and to you! While you staid I was in a constant flutter of surprise. This made me awkward in accepting and returning all your kindnesses. To be sure, thought I, when you were gone, this is some freak of the charming girl; or she has some inquiry to make, or some end to serve, which she found no opportunity of making on this visit; but she will not surely repeat it, especially if it were made for my own sake; for how coldly and ambiguously have I behaved?

But you came again, very soon; the very next evening, gay, charming, and blithsome as ever. Do you love, Julia, to give pleasure to the lonely and forlorn heart? You do. Then how much have you been gratified by your intercourse with me? A generous, a disinterested delight has been yours. Your efforts have been amply rewarded by their own success.

What a change have I experienced since I gained your love! A warmth, grateful and delicious, a softness which I am not rich enough in words to call by its true name, has come back again to my heart. Come back again, I say, for I once had it, or something very like it ‑ so much so that I cannot tell where lies the difference. 'Twas not the emotion that I felt for Marianne or Sally. In this there is something more ecstatic, more of gratitude, I think, and admiration. Their love, you know, was due to me. It began at my birth, and grew as I grew. Besides, though very good, they had no remarkable or dazzling excellence about them. Such they were as we usually meet with -- plain in person, and untutored minds.

No; what I feel for you I have not felt since I was sixteen; yet it cannot, you know, be love. Yet is there such a difference brought about by mere sex? My Julia's qualities were such as I would doat  upon in man. Just the same would win my whole heart. Where, then, is the difference? On my word, Julia, I see none; but that's no proof that none exists. A million of truths there are, no doubt, that thy unsagacious friend has never seen, and never will see.

How cold was once my heart! how dreary was my loneliness! Yet I was not conscious of it. I was not discontented. The change which your friendship has made is not by pains removed, but by pleasures added ‑ and pleasure, how ineffable!

Ignorance, I believe, my Julia, is the mother of some kinds of happiness; at least, of quietude. How can we regret what we have never lost? and to lose it we must have it; and by having it only can we know its value? I am now, in all external respects, just as if I never had a sister; but how different would my feelings be, if, in truth, they never had been born!

How my mother shrieked over a breathless son who died in childhood! But suppose the boy had never been born; then, as now, she would have had but four children, and she would not have lamented that they were but four.

Pleasure and pain, my Julia, strangely run into and mingle with each other. Ignorance, I said, is the mother of content; but I would not, for all that, be ignorant. Contentment, methinks, is no desirable thing. Pleasure, indeed, cannot be had without the risk, at least, of accompanying or ensuing pain; but this mixture of bitter and sweet is better than the utterly insipid; better than the limpid, tasteless potion of indifference.

But why do I call the broken bonds of sympathy pain? Why, indeed, do I call them broken? Death severs us not from those we love. They still exist, not in our remembrance only, but with true existence; and, if good, their being is an happy one. What more should we wish, and why should life, with all its cares and maladies, be prayed for, either for ourselves or our friends?

My friend removes to the next village, or he crosses the sea ‑ but I am not much unhappy, even at parting, and that sadness is succeeded soon by sweet tranquillity. He is living, and is prosperous, and forgets me not; and some time I shall see him again, and that consoles me in his absence; but how blind is my sagacityl

How know I that he lives! that he is virtuous and happy! that he gives me still a place in his remembrance. Is he not a mortal creature, and encompassed, therefore, by the causes of sickness and death; beset by temptations, and liable to new affections, that exclude the old?

But intelligence is brought that he is dead, and why should I weep? Am I grieved that he had gone, from perishable, feverish life, to that eternity, where maladies of mind, and ills of body, betide him no more?

"But I have lost him!"

No; while he lived I had lost him indeed, for the space between us was so wide that I saw him never, and heard from him but rarely; but now has he not come home to me? and do I not hourly commune with him? Am I not sure of his existence and safety, for my friend was good? And is he not more present to my thoughts, and more the guardian of my virtue, and partaker of my sympathy, than ever?

"But I shall never see him  more!"

Indeed! and whose fault will be that? I must die like him. It is uncertain when; but then we shall meet. And what, then, but my own unworthiness, my own misdeeds, shall sever us? Nothing but guilt will divide us from each other dead, though virtue itself was unable to unite us living. And how invigorating to my fortitude, what barrier against temptation is that belief!

No, my Julia, death is no calamity to virtue, to dead or to living worth. Our wailings for the dead are breathed only by thoughtless or erring sensibility. Is it not so? I would not affirm too positively, or too much, I know so little. Yet I can't but think that many of our woes are selfish woes.

Yet I mourned for my sisters, but rebuked Myself while I mourned. Such reflections as those comforted me; but they would not come at first, nor would they stay long, till time had soothed me into some composure. Now and then, at thoughtful moments, when taken, if I may say so, unaware, my tears gushed anew, and my breast was agonized by sobs.

Still have I, as I long have had, something that may be called sorrow; but a sweet, a chastening, an heart-improving sorrow. Most dearly do I prize it. For the world I would not part with my sorrow. Glad am I that I once had sisters, and I have them still; but I would not have them any where on earth.

It seems to be, Julia, that the only true grief is connected with guilt. Every other has so many gleams and respites, and is so transient, and carries in its train so many after joys! But remorse! the sense of scorn deserved -- the weight of indignation, human and divine -- that must be agony indeed.

But how have I been thus led on! When I sat down I designed a very different letter; but one is carried forward insensibly when the heart knows no restraint; and to thee, Julia, mine knows none. 'Tis now too late to say all that I meant to say; but another pacquet will serve as well. Adieu.

18.

THE HOUSEHOLD

A FRAGMENT.


An odd request is this, yet I have nothing but alacrity in answering it. I will give you, but very briefly -- just now I cannot, if I would, be prolix --I will give you the history of them all, and so, to begin:


My family consists of four persons besides myself. At the head of it is Mrs. Elgar, a grave and sedate person, upwards of forty.


She was the daughter of a shoemaker at Bath, who carried on large business; an only daughter. She married, at an early age, Thomas Elgar, originally a parish boy, charitably taken by her father, and gratuitously trained to his business. The lad behaved so well that when of age, his master transferred to him the superintendance  of the workmen, and finally gave him his daughter, together with all his business, while he himself, growing into years and infirmity, withdrew from the cares of his profession.


For a few years after marriage Elgar  did very well, but gradually he became inspired with insuitable ambition, left off his trade, became a malcontent politician, launched out into expensive living, by which his character and fortune were impaired, and, indeed, his personal safety endangered.


On leaving business he removed to London, and became a revolutionist and demagogue. Finally, he thought proper to remove to America.


Instead of profitably employing the remains of his fortune in establishing himself in some trade in the city, or on some farm in the western country, he idled months and years away in strolling through the streets, reading newspapers, and discussing the merits of ambassadors and treaties. At last, in 1795, the yellow fever overtook him, and he died, leaving his wife with a slender pittance, which, in a twelve month, was consumed. She also was sick, and her recovery was tedious and expensive.


She is an uneducated woman, but has good sense and lively feelings, and very skilful in household management. I knew her first at Bath, and heard a very favourable account of her domestic qualities. Her husband's character and situation were known to me at that time, and I had great compassion for her. I saw and heard nothing more of them, from my leaving England for Italy, till the winter after my coming hither. I wanted some sewing done, and inquired for a suitable person of Mrs. Wemyss, who directed me to Mrs. Elgar. I went to see her forthwith, and you may think I was surprised on meeting with my old acquaintance in an obscure street and very mean lodging. I soon found her situation to be inconvenient, if not distressful, and did all in my power to alleviate it.


When I came to this house, I invited her to take charge of it, on terms which she gratefully accepted. I have no reason to regret my proceeding, for I have found in her a sweet, placid, and modest disposition; neat, diligent, methodical, of strict integrity, fully mistress of the household science, and studious to oblige me.


She is not one whom I should seek for a companion. She has little curiosity, and few ideas in common with me. She is sensible, too much so, of inferiority and obligation, and is, therefore, never forward or talkative. She has her own apartments, in which, when I want her, I must seek her; and she receives my advances not ungracefully.


I hope I behave to her in no improper manner. Her own proprieties of conduct, as well as my justice, preserve us from all cavillings and disgusts. I respect her much, and my behaviour indicates it. There are different apartments, and occupations, and tastes, but, strictly speaking, there is no inequality between us.


She oversees the chamber and the kitchen. She directs and notes the execution of every duty within doors, and goes to market, and takes care that there is a seasonable supply of all kinds of provision. She carefully preserves an account of all expenses, and renders it to me every fortnight, at which time I give her the sum necessary for the ensuing fortnight, and pay off every bill, undischarged by her at the time.


She contrives to be busy through the day, has very few acquaintances, and seldom visits oftener than twice or thrice a year. No curiosity or love of recreation leads her abroad. She goes only when business calls; at other times is always at home.


She is never idle. If not stirring about, she is at her needle, where lies her great skill, and which she plies with diligence. She works for herself and for me. She takes great pleasure in it, and having time enough, thinks herself obliged by the permission to be my seamstress. In adjusting her wages, however, I take this service into the account.


She wants no remuneration but what, in addition to lodging and board, will defray the expenses of dress. However, I give her three hundred dollars a year, nine tenths of which she insists upon my keeping for her. I take care that, should any accident happen, my debt to her shall be easily established; but, whether I die or live, indeed, I have so managed that she shall never want.


Under her are two girls, one of whom attends the kitchen, and the other the chambers. One bakes, and boils, and keeps the kettles and the hearth in order; the other makes beds, sweeps, and rubs; and both together, with a good woman from abroad, are my laundresses.


They are sisters. Jane and Hannah, one about twenty‑two, and the other a year and an half younger. Plain, as you know, in face, but of aspects not vulgar, and genteel in person. I have much concern for them, and am at some pains to keep them within discreet bounds.


They are emigrants, like Mrs. Elgar. Their father was a taylor, who lived a good while on the hard and scanty earnings of a journeyman, at Manchester. At length he scraped enough together to bring him, his wife, and two daughters to this land of golden promise to the poor.


He still pursued his old vocation, and, though meanly, was able to live much better than at home. Staunton mentioned the family first to me, at a time when an autumnal fever had made lamentable havock on the constitution and purse of poor Knowles. He described the wife as modest, well‑looking, and neat; and the daughters as grown‑up girls, whose mode of life could not be favourable to the formation of good habits. They added to the burthen already too heavy for their father.


I went to see them. I found their house indigent, but clean. The girls not unprepossessing in their countenance and guise, and, as yet, evidently unspoilt  by evil communication. I was very earnest to benefit this family in some way, but hardly knew how.


The mother was enured  to laborious habits, and wanted to do something; so I made her my laundress. I could think of nothing better for the girls, but to get them service in some liberal and decent family.


While looking out for some such family, the plague of 1798 invaded us, so that I could do nothing then but help them to leave the city. I provided them a cottage a few miles from the Jersey shore, and took care that they should not want while obliged to be idle.


On my return, having to provide an household of my own, I thought of Hannah and Jenny, and determined to take them under my own care. My mode of living, and the duties of my house, had little resemblance to the life they had always led, but I hoped to find them docile. I confided in my housekeeper's patience and skill; and believed, that under her and my direction, they would soon be qualified to do as I would have them.


Their conduct has not been faultless, and has given me some uneasiness and trouble; but it has been much less faulty, and their intellects are less torpid than their early education had taught me to expect. I looked to find in them a spirit more unmanagable, and tempers far more volatile and stubborn than I have found.


I expect not wonders from any system  of treatment which I can adopt, but I do not question my power to make them ultimately worthy and respectable women.


At least, I have great delight in seeing the advantages of their present situation over their former one. Their security from vice, their personal ease, their vivacity are absolute under this roof, and they know that my kindness will not be confined to them merely while living with me.


It was easy to make up such a fund among my friends as has changed Knowles from a journeyman into a master workman. You, as well as many others, have had experience of his punctuality and skill, and I doubt not, but that, in time, he will become a useful and substantial citizen. The honest couple have much confidence in my discreet government, and are very anxious that their girls should remain with me, till they find husbands to their minds; and I hope they may, for they suit me better than one in an hundred others would be likely to do.


Lucy Franks has no stated employment of an household nature. Her duty is to take care of my little girl; to dress and undress her; to sleep with her; to walk with her; to sport with her; and, in some sort, to instruct her in a thousand things useful to be known.


Lucy's history is not an ordinary tale. Her father was a Frenchman by descent, but being born and naturalized in Tuscany, changed his name from Francois, to Franccini. His trade was that of a musician, and his dwelling place was Leghorn. He married a Sienese girl, and quickly had a family of five daughters.


He played at operas and private concerts, and made out to live. He was thoughtless and imprudent, and the gains of the year were generally consumed at the end of it. As to his children, he treated them with good nature, but had neither the will nor the power to provide them a proper education. Hearing nothing but their father's Oboe at home, they insensibly contracted musical inclinations, and as soon as their fingers became flexible enough, were seated, all day long, at the harp and the cembalo.


He died in the vigour of his age, and left his wife to support a burthen, in the maintenance of his family, to which she was wholly unequal. At this time, Lucia, the eldest daughter, was thirteen years of age, tall and extremely beautiful.


This girl had been the pride of her father, and he built great hopes upon her beauty and accomplishments. His notions, however, of what was desirable  and fitting for his daughter, were such as are only to be found in Italy.


Her parents wanted her to be skilled in dancing, music, and the theatrical art, not merely for the sake of gaining riches and fame upon the stage, but to secure a gainful establishment of a different kind. I mean not marriage. The passions of the other sex they wished to be subservient to their girl's views, but they cared not whether marriage sanctioned the intercourse or not. Such are Italian morals.


The mother's necessities made her look out for a purchaser of the daughter's beauty earlier than she would otherwise have done. A young and dissolute traveller from England, having seen the victim, and discovering the mother's character, hastened to strike a bargain.


I was, at that time, on a visit to Leghorn, to the family of an English merchant. We were sometimes visited by this English youth, and others of his countrymen. The frequency of such bargains as I have described, and the little disgrace annexed to them by the customs of the country, made the parties very little solicitous for secrecy, so that the intended transfer was easily discovered.


I confess my indignation and my pity were greatly excited by this discovery. These emotions were enhanced by a private visit which I made to the signorella. I found her just rising into youth, lovely, innocent, and void of apprehension as of guilt, a fancy sprightly and active, and an heart confiding and affectionate, and evidently formed for a sphere different from that in which she seemed destined to move. I was determined to save her from the ruin that threatened her, yet the suitable means did not readily occur to me. I was a good deal perplexed in what manner to act.


I told the story, and disclosed my wishes and perplexities in a letter to my father, who was then at Pisa. He applauded my resolutions, and directed me in what manner to proceed to effect them.


By his advice, I again visited the mother and daughter, and professing to have formed a great attachment for the girl, expressed my anxious wishes that she might be allowed to take up her abode with me. To enforce this request, I offered, in order to compensate the mother for the absence of her child, a sum, not considerable in itself, but much larger than she had bargained to receive from another quarter.


This unhappy woman listened eagerly to my proposal, professed much love for her child, and much gratitude to one who offered thus to take charge of the girl's future welfare and subsistence, but declined an immediate determination. This delay I soon found to arise from the view of raising the price of her daughter's honour to the Englishman, by mentioning it to him, and, perhaps, exaggerating my proposals.


By dint of importunity, however, by raising my offers, and by remonstrating with her on the guilt of her designs, and the misery to which her child might be reserved by accompanying a foreigner to an unknown land, and particularly to a land of heretics, where her religious faith would be in extreme danger of perversion, I at length prevailed with her. I had previously  won the heart of the pliant and simple girl, and made her a warm advocate of my scheme. I immediately carried her away with me to Florence.


This girl's accomplishments were such as to set her on a level with females of her age of any rank. Few daughters, perhaps, of Dukes and Marquisses, had a mind more elevated above meanness; but I did not receive her as my equal or my friend. Her birth and poverty were supposed not to place her higher than a decent service in an affluent family; and it was as my personal or favourite attendant merely that I received her from the hands of her mother.


In this situation she was now placed. Few of its toils were allotted to her, but every familiarity on my side was to be regarded as a condescention, and every liberal or pleasurable pursuit in her, was to be numbered among occasional indulgences.


She found in me a solicitude and fondness little short of what a mother might feel. I was then new to the Italian language, and found great profit in conversing with one who had been taught elocution as an art, and who was mistress of all the Tuscan graces. Useful knowledge I imagined to be no wise inconsistent with any business or station in life; and I endeavoured, by talk and by books, to endow her mind with right principles.


She is now nineteen years of age, and time has not fulfilled all the promises of beauty which appeared at thirteen; but still, she is a charming creature. My age, and my treatment of her, make her regard me with as much reverence as love. Her attachment cannot, I think, be exceeded; and long habit, as well as her intrinsic merit, has made her indispensible  to my happiness. My little girl has been her charge ever since its birth, and any mishap befalling it, I verily believe, would cost Lucy a sharper pang than it would cost me.


The child and she are always together; of course, she is frequently in my company. When without visitants, she eats and drinks with me. She is frequently my amanuensis and my reader, and I talk and sew with her.


Her dress is much less costly and shewy than mine, but, if custom did not require this difference from us, my taste would never have suggested it. I delight to see her native graces set off with elegant simplicity, and I make her dress just as I would dress myself did I not think some regard proper to be paid to custom and general opinion.


You have asked me what I wish or expect to be the future destiny of Lucy, and I scarcely know how to answer. There can he but one event which can separate us, and that is her marriage; but her perfect artlessness, her shyness and timidity to all persons of your sex, seems an insuperable bar to the forming of that kind of connection. She is so accustomed to regard herself as nothing in society, and shrinks so much into herself and into a corner when visitants enter, that she is not likely to be known beyond the family.


She has an excellent acquaintance with English and understands all that is said in her hearing; but she will seldom dare to speak English to a stranger. She has a trembling consciousness of imperfection in this respect, which hinders her from making the attempt.


I confess that I am not displeased with these timorous reserves. She is not unhappy with them. They concenter, as it were, her thoughts and affections to me and to my child. They maintain that spotless and untarnished purity of mind, that almost infantile innocence which has ever distinguished her.


To me she has no reserves. Her heart is always open to my scrutiny; open to its innermost recesses. We talk together very much, all in her own charming dialect, in whose praise you know how much of an enthusiast I am. In itself, but especially from her lips, it is only well regulated music.


I talk with no other as I talk with her. There is a set of objects and ideas limited to us alone. It is not narrative or reasoning. It is pure talk; the uttering all that comes, be it coherent or vague, doubtful or true. It answers more perfectly than any thing else I ever met with, to what may be called thinking aloud; partly owing to our having shared together the adventures and afflictions of so many past years; partly to the sympathy of feelings in the same object, for my child knows no difference between its mother and its nurse, but that one talks English, and the other Siennese to her; but partly too, it rises, I imagine, from that flexile and fluid language that we always use.


So long residence in Italy, has made me know it better than my native English; at least, I utter it more promptly. 'Tis  a vocal lapse, whose celerity, like that of a downward stream, needs no foreign impulse to enable it to keep its tenour.  In talking it, I seem to feed on thoughts that Voluntary move to the lips.


But the chief delights of this intercourse flow from her exertions, and not mine. She is my only and my favourite musician; but that is not all; she is also my rehearser. When I want poetry, I find it in her voice or her memory. Like Italians, educated as she has been, she has most of the popular epics and dramas by rote; and these she sings or says to me just as my humour directs. I can image to myself no gratification of the senses or fancy greater than what her music and her recitations afford me.


I love her ‑ but I want the words to say how much. I am proud of her, and of myself, when I think of my relation to her. 0, my friend! this creature is a precious deposit, intrusted to my charge by heaven, and never shall I prove faithless to the trust.


Such is my family. All females you perceive. I want no man about me. In that respect, I would have my house to be a convent, and I to be the mistress of it. Here I can reign without scruple; but to govern men was never my province.


You may well believe that I am happy in the midst of such a family, and I am so, but far more than you can imagine. You can only have a glimpse of that delightful spectacle of which I have a full view. Besides, the present scene is the close of a very long series of turbulences and trials, the contrast of which, to my present safety and repose, contributes to enhance their value.

19.

STORY OF CECILIA


The passion of love is supposed to exert its sway most despotically over the softer sex, the gentler half of our species; but though I cannot confess that women, taken in the aggregate, are more delicate animals than men, and less capable of resolute exertion and firmness, yet there are instances among them of a firm endurance of evil, an energy of mind fully equal to the boasted strength of the stern Lords of the Creation. A woman indeed who has a soul at all, (for it is well known to be the Turkish creed that that beautiful machine is not endued with so useless a spring, and there are some instances among our own country women that would almost induce one to believe that a few fair Turks had straggled into Great Britain) ... a woman, I say, who has a soul is much more animated, more alive than man. Her impulses, if less permanent, are more lively; and though their vigour may quickly relax, yet the first spring is so powerful, that it will carry them further than a more continued impetus will lead a man .... But I am going to set before my readers the character of a female, not more distinguished for her feeling than her resolution; and whose case, as it may be common to all, may contain a general warning and a general example.


Cecilia was, from her infancy, the child of misfortune. She lost her mother in the first month of her life, and experienced through her childhood every disadvantage which can attend a motherless female. It is needless to detail the circumstances which threw Cecilia, without fortune and without friends, into a dependent situation in an elegant family. There, however, we find her, from a very early age, bereft of all the special hopes her father’s prospects once held out to her, and trusting alone to “Innocence and Heaven.”


Cecilia was no beauty; .... instead of the Grecian elegance of form, and the unrivalled delicacy of features she might have inherited from her lovely mother, she could boast only an active, though not a slender person, a complexion that glowed with the pure tints of health, a countenance that bespoke good humour, and an eye that beamed intelligence. Her skin had been despoiled of its polish by that foe to loveliness, the small-pox; .... and the narrowness of her fortune deprived her of the adventitious advantages of dress. The lowliness of her situation, which she felt most acutely, (perhaps too much so, since circumstances, not incurred by guilt, ought to bring no imputation with them) repressed all the freedom of her manner, and all the graces of her youth. With these exterior disadvantages, Cecilia was living with a woman of fashion, fortune, and beauty, who, satisfied with the charitable deed of affording a home to a fellow-creature, thought, she treated her with sufficient kindness when she did not beat her.


Cecilia, however, possessed a mind far superior to her situation: it had been elegantly and even studiously cultivated. She was no mean proficient in the modern accomplishments, and was more than commonly skilled in the Belles Lettres. She had loved moral philosophy, as the most improving and the most interesting study; and she now sought in its doctrines a relief from the discomforts she experienced. She could not believe but that unwearied assiduity, diligence, and good-humour would procure her the good-will, and even the affection of her patroness; but the course of a few years shewed her that she deceived herself, and that a fine lady is a non-descript in ethics.


Had Cecilia been one of those humble toad-eaters, who can bear to dangle after their ladies into public, clad in their forsaken ornaments, at once the envy and the scorn of the whole tribe of waiting gentlewomen, .... had she been an adept at flattery, and echoed with applause the unmeaning witticisms she was condemned to hear, she would probably have been a favourite: but such was not her character. Conscious of some internal merit, Cecilia sought to be chosen, not suffered; and finding, unhappily, that she could not obtain what she sought, she gradually withdrew more and more from observation, and though obliged to frequent all company, she never met with even the common attentions due to her age and sex.


Thus retired in herself, and thrust back by circumstances, it was not possible for her to obtain any attention in the gay and dissipated circle in which she was condemned to move, nor to have the least chance of being lifted to a better situation. The best years of her life were wasted in hopeless despondency, and she could look forward to nothing but passing the evening of her days in the same joyless gloom, when some events occurred, which seemed to promise a possibility of happiness.


Alcanor, an intimate friend of the family, had for some time distinguished Cecilia with more than a polite .... with a kind of attention .... Alcanor was a man of sense, a complete gentleman, and bore an unblemished character for probity and honour. Cecilia, who, with a bosom formed to feel the warmest raptures of love, with a judgement keen to perceive, and a heart alive to distinguish excellence, had hitherto preserved herself from any particular attachment only by perpetual reflections on the hopelessness of her situation, felt a fearless gratitude for the friendship of Alcanor. It exalted her in her own eyes above the insignificance into which she was conscious she had sunk in the estimation of those around her; yet considering Alcanor as a being many degrees above her, she indulged her gratitude without the smallest idea that it would ever ripen into a warmer sentiment. Nor could it ever have disturbed her peace, though it might have added to her happiness, but for some occurrences, not necessary to be detailed, which threw her often into confidential talk with Alcanor.


Though wholly a novice in the affairs of love, Cecilia had not reached the age of twenty-eight without having observed the effects of the passions; and the inquietude she now began to be conscious of, alarmed her for the nature of her sentiment towards Alcanor. His increasing kindness increased her inquietude and her alarms. She strictly examined her heart, and learned to distrust, not him, but herself. She had hitherto put no restraint on the natural warmth of her manner when conversing with him: she now assumed a more guarded style. Alcanor saw the difference of her conduct, and strove by the most delicate attentions, to bring her back to her former unreserve. Cecilia could no longer be blind to the meaning of Alcanor. What had she to fear from a man whose bosom was the seat of honour? What a happiness, what a triumph for her to be selected by so superior a being! She looked timidly at Alcanor. His respectful deference, his affectionate attentions, his graceful gaiety reassured her; by degrees her timidity, her reserve wore off, and without a word on either side, they were on the footing of avowed lovers. To have doubted his honour would have been sacrilege. She became a new being. She looked forward with some apprehension indeed to the situation to which her marriage would raise her; but she endeavoured to render herself worthy of it. She hourly improved in grace, gaiety, and appearance, and Alcanor became hourly more and more attached: yet so delicate were the marks of his attachment, as to be by all unnoticed, save the conscious Cecilia!


She was now anxiously expecting the moment when his avowal should dissipate all apprehensions, when one day, after a temporary absence, as she advanced to meet him with her accustomed gladness, she was struck with the strangeness of his manner! ... Polite he was indeed; but what was mere politeness from Alcanor to Cecilia? She gazed in his face; she saw in it no answering warmth; she retired to weep, and in solitude, chid herself for her fancifulness. She returned to prove Alcanor faultless, and herself mistaken. She found him to all others cheerful, animated, gay, as usual .... to her invincibly cold. Day after day passed on, and not returning kindness beamed in his eye. Hope was extinct, and thus ended forever an attachment singular in its progress, and barbarous in its termination .... No opportunity now offered of speaking alone to Alcanor, and if it had, of what service would it have been to the unfortunate Cecilia? Of what was she to complain? Nothing, however, was ever further from her wishes than to complain, except to reproach Alcanor! To conceal her griefs, to conquer her feelings, to command her countenance, these were the tasks she imposed upon herself .... these were the efforts that exhausted her strength, that imbittered her solitary hours, that bathed her pillow with tears!


These salutary efforts, however, succeeded and Cecilia is a noble example that philosophy and exertion can surmount the greatest trial, and afford comfort under the heaviest misfortunes. She has devoted her time, with exemplary fortitude, to those pursuits which formerly interested her; and she finds from her laudable exertions the truest and most permanent comfort. One only reflection remains to imbitter her hours of retirement, and that is, her earnest and not unjustifiable curiosity to learn the reason of Alcanor’s sudden change: but this explanation she must assuredly rest without obtaining, since she can never ask, and he seems not at all disposed to volunteer it.


That no future clouds may arise to disturb a serenity so laudably regained, must be the wish of every one who reads this recital; but what words can do justice to the unsuspected perfidy of Alcanor, who first obtained the full confidence of his destined victim, and then amused himself with watching the progress of a passion he coolly resolved to reduce to despair? Cecilia, indeed, with a delicacy of which only the most feeling mind could be capable, sometimes reproaches herself with having too readily yielded to the semblance of affection; but her own heart, and that of the treacherous Alcanor, must fully exculpate her from this blame. The following lines, however, which I obtained by an accident not to be related, prove her jealousy of her own conduct, and the acuteness of her feelings.


I caught a bright fantastic cloud,


   And in the glittering moonlight dress’d it,


Then, of the beauteous pageant proud,


   Too fondly to my bosom press’d it.


I fancied, by the dubious light,


   I saw my phantom sweetly smiling;


My bosom throbb’d with wild delight,


   All reason’s soberer fears beguiling.


What dreams of joy my soul revolv’d,


   What pleasant visions hover’d o’er me!


’Till by th’ incautious warmth dissolv’d,


   My treasure faded from before me!


Condemn’d henceforward still to grieve,


   My senses rove in wild confusion,


Nor can scarcely yet believe


   My bliss was all a vain illusion.


From treacherous hope will I no more


   Deceitful forms of pleasure borrow,


But silently my loss deplore,


   And sink a prey to secret sorrow.


Such is the tale I wish to impress on the minds of my fair country-women; since to all the lot of Cecilia is impossible, it would be wise in all to arm their minds with similar fortitude. The above lines, written at a very early period of her distress, but very ill convey her present philosophic calmness.

20.

A MISER.


Money, in the opinion of the world, is the one thing needful, and men, distinguishable  in many ways from each other, may all be distinguished by their passion for accumulation. To the great number of examples which daily present themselves to every body’s view, the following has occurred, the last year, in England, and deserves to be repeated:


Thomas Pett, a noted miser, was a native of Warwickshire, and, at the age of ten years, came to London, with a solitary shilling in his pocket. As he had neither friends nor relations in the capital, he was indebted to the humanity of an old woman that sold pies for a morsel of bread, till he could procure himself a living.


In the course of a few days, he was engaged as an errand-boy by a tallow-chandler. His mistress, a lady of London mould, however, could not reconcile herself to his rustic manners and awkward gait, so she dismissed him one cold winter evening, with this observation .... “Your master hired you in my absence, and I’ll pack you off in his.” The good husband, however, did not desert Tom. He found him out, and bound him apprentice to a butcher in the borough of Southwark. He behaved so well during his apprenticeship, that his master recommended him when he was out of his time to a brother of the cleaver in Clare market, as a journeyman.


Tom’s maxim was, that honesty was not the shortest road to wealth, but that is was the surest. For the first five years he was engaged at twenty-five pounds a year, meat and drink. The accumulation of money and the abridgement of expence were the two sole objects of his thoughts. His expenses were reduced to these three heads: lodging, clothing, and washing. As to the first he fixed on a back room on the second floor, with one window that occasionally admitted a straggling sun-beam. As to dress, every article was second hand; nor was he choice in the colour or quality, jocosely observing, when he was ridiculed on his garb, that, according to Solomon, there was nothing new under the sun: and that as to colour, it was a mere matter of fancy; and that that was the best which stuck longest to its integrity. Then, as to washing, he used to say that a man did not deserve a shirt that would not wash it himself; and that the only fault he found in Lord North, was the duty he imposed on soap. There was one expense, however, that lay heavy on his mind, and always robbed him of a night’s sleep, and that was shaving. He often lamented that he had not learned to shave himself; he used to console himself; however, by hoping that beards would one day be in fashion, and that even the Bond-street loungers would be driven to wear artificial ones. He made a promise one night when he was very thirsty, that as soon as he had accumulated a thousand pounds, he would treat himself with a pint of beer every Saturday. Fortune soon put it into his power to perform this promise, and he continued to observe it till the additional duty was laid on porter. He then sunk to half a pint, as he thought that sufficient for any man that did not wish to get drunk, and of course die in a work-house. If he heard of an auction in the neigbourhood, he was sure to run for a catalogue, and when he had collected a number together, he used to sell them for waste-paper. When he was first told that the bank was restricted from paying in specie, he shook loudly (as Klopstock the poet says,) took to his bed, and could not be prevailed on to taste a morsel, or wet his lips, till he was assured that all was right. On Sundays, after dinner, he used to lock himself up in his room, and amuse himself with reading an old newspaper, or writing rhymes, many of which he left behind him, on slips of paper. The following will serve as a specimen of his talents in the rhythmical line:



On hearing that small-beer was raised.

They’ve raised the price of table-drink,


What is the reason do you think?


The tax on malt, the cause, I hear!


But what has malt to do with table-beer?


He was never known, even in the depth of the coldest winter, to kindle a fire in his room, or to go to bed by candle-light. He was a great friend to good cheer at the expense of another. Every man, said he, ought to eat when he can get it. An empty sack can’t stand. If he ventured into a public-house, he always sat in the darkest corner of the room, and never opened his lips, unless Bonaparte happened to be mentioned, or a parish dinner; then indeed he would launch out in praise of roast beef and plum-pudding as the staple dishes of every Briton’s board. Sometimes he would say a few words against the vile sin of gluttony, but it was always with a full belly. He was very civil to the fair sex, especially his customers; but it is supposed by those that had the best opportunity of knowing him, that he never thought of matrimony. For the last ten years of his life he lived with Mrs. Addison and son, at a salary of forty pounds a year, meat and drink included. In his manners he was extremely inoffensive, and honest in all his dealings.


So much for the life of Thomas Pett, who lived forty-two years as a journeyman butcher in Clare market, thirty of which he resided in one room, which was never brightened up with coal or candle-light, till about six days before his death. In all that period, he was never known to treat an acquaintance with a glass of liquor, to run one penny of debt, to lend or borrow a shilling, or to speak ill of any person. For the space of twenty years, he used to say that his pulse rose and fell with the funds; and that gold was the clouded cane of youth, and the crutch of old age. In his illness he was advised to make his will, which at length he reluctantly assented to; and when he had signed his name, he observed with a sigh, that it was a pity a man should sign away his property with his own hand, which he had been scraping together all his life. He left 2475 l in the 3 per cents to a number of distant relations; and lamented with his last breath that he did not live to make it the round sum of three thousand pounds.

21.

THE ROMANCE OF REAL LIFE  [2]


Nothing is more pleasing than what may be called the romance of real life: such incidents as somewhat partake of the romantic or the marvellous, and are at the same time true. The following little story occurs in the letters of the countesses of Hartford and Pomfret, lately published.


A gentleman in Suffolk had an estate of two thousand pounds a‑year; and an only son, who was brought up with the expectation of being heir to that fortune after his father's death. This took place when he was just four and twenty; but, when he came to look into his inheritance, he found the whole property so involved, that he had only left four hundred pounds a‑years which proved to be in church lands. He lived on this for about twelve months, but during that time was very melancholy. He then declared to his friends that it was against his conscience to enjoy the revenue of what had belonged to the church, and that he could make himself easy in no other way but by restoring the lands; which he did, in spite of the persuasion of all his relations to the contrary, and left himself with no more than an annuity of fifty pounds. In the neighbourhood there was a quaker, who always went once, and sometimes twice a‑year into Yorkshire, on business. At one house in that country he was received upon a footing of great intimacy, by an old gentleman, who had an only daughter, that was to be his heiress, elegant in her person, of good temper, and well accomplished. The quaker one day asked him why he did not get this young lady married. The gentleman replied, that it was what he wished to do, but he was determined never to dispose of her but to a man whose principles he approved, and who would come and settle upon the estate. If he could find such a person, he would give his daughter to him, though he was not worth a shilling. The quaker related to him the history of his neighbour: and the old gentleman was so much delighted with his character, that he desired the quaker to bring him to his house the next time he came; and, if the young people liked each other, it should be a match. The honest quaker returned home, and with great pleasure told the young gentleman the prospect of this good fortune; but was surprised to find all the arguments he could use wanted force on him to prevail on him to go. He declared that he would rather live upon his small annuity all his days, than marry a woman he did not previously love, though she possessed the wealth of the Indies. When the time drew near for the quaker to go again into Yorkshire, he applied to a relation of the young gentleman with whom he lived, and showed him several letters from the lady's father, requesting him to bring his friend along with him. By the importunity of this relation, and the quaker's entreaty, the youth was at length prevailed on to accompany him; but under a feigned name, and only as an acquaintance whom he had met by accident on the road. Matters being thus settled, he set out with the quaker, and was introduced to the old gentleman and his daughter. They were all three so well pleased with each other, that they soon became better acquainted, and the young gentleman discovered who he was. The marriage was quickly concluded; and he now enjoys eighteen hundred pounds a year, which his wife brought him, besides a considerable sum of money. ‑ They have now lived together six years in perfect happiness, and have two children.

22.

THE ROMANCE OF REAL LIFE  [3]


There are some circumstances in the life of the late marquis of Exeter which deserve commemoration. In his youth, while Mr. Cecil (his uncle being then earl of Exeter), he married a lady of very large fortune. In a few years, having suffered two of the deepest wounds which the severity of fortune can inflict, the loss of his property by gaming, and of his wife by divorce, he determined to abandon the fashionable world, and retired under the name of Jones to a village in Shropshire. There he at first occupied a lodging, but soon built a small cottage; and continued for some years in such profound obscurity, that hardly a trace of him could be discovered by his friends, while the inhabitants of the village formed the wildest conjectures concerning the solitary stranger. His agreeable manners, however, soon rendered him an acceptable neighbour. One evening, at the table of the rector of the parish, he displayed so much knowledge of the world, and such a degree of classical information, that his host told him, his education and manners were too conspicuously superior to those of the character which he assumed (viz. that of a servant who had gained a small independence in the family of a nobleman), not to excite considerable doubts, both of the name which he bore, and the account which he gave of himself. This remark induced Mr. Cecil, after the strictest injunction of secrecy, to disclose his real history.


Amongst the farmers, whom he occasionally visited, was one of the name of Hoggins. This person had a daughter, about eighteen years of age, so beautiful and amiable that Mr. Cecil made her an offer of his hand. She referred him to her father, who, on account of the mystery involving his character, objected to the match. To this he replied, that the offer was much more advantageous than either the father or the daughter could reasonably expect. The farmer then consulted the clergyman, who told him he was not at liberty to give him the desired information: but he probably expressed himself upon the occasion so as to convince the inquirer that lie ought not to withhold his consent: for the marriage was soon after solemnized (in the year 1791), and Mr. and Mrs. Jones retired to their cottage.


Lord Exeter being at the point of death, the steward was dispatched in search of the heir, whom he found at Bolas with a wife and two children. Mr. Cecil, having contrived still to remain unknown, proposed to his lady a journey to Stamford in the stage‑coach. Before their arrival, the uncle was no more. To Burleigh they were conveyed in a chaise; and, as they proceeded through the park, Mr. Cecil, now earl of Exeter, repeatedly asked his fair companions how she liked the grounds and the situation of the mansion; he then proposed that they should "see the house;" and, while the cottager was gazing with astonishment at the novel scene of so much magnificence, told her that these objects of her admiration, together with many which he would afterwards show her, were her own, and that she was the countess of Exeter. The sudden communication of this unexpected grandeur was too powerful for her to sustain, and she was carried motionless into her apartment.


The remark, however, that great and sudden elevations seldom contribute much to happiness, was here fully exemplified. Admired for her beauty and early attainment of elegant manners, beloved for her humility and amiable conduct, amidst those scenes of splendour lady Exeter appeared unhappy. Her perpetual solicitude to acquire those accomplishments, which she thought requisite for her new station, probably preyed upon her spirits, and accelerated her death. She died in the bloom of life, at the age of 24, in January, 1797, leaving two sons and a daughter, the present marquis, lord Thomas, and lady Sophia Cecil.

23.

THE HONEST MAN.

A PORTRAIT.

An honest man’s the noblest work of God.


Avarice, carried to an unusual excess, is sometimes ranked among diseases; but it is certainly a kind of insanity the most consistent, uniform, and harmless, of any that appears on the list. It produces less visible and direct injury to others, and is, with regard to the subject of it, more nearly allied to true wisdom than any other frailty or disease of the mind.


This passion seems divisible into two branches. It is a propensity to accumulate, either by active exertions, by efforts of ingenuity and labour, or merely by the sparing use and the safe keeping of that revenue which is regular and fixed. In order to increase our store, it is not always necessary to augment our profits, by striking out new paths of gain, or exercising new artifices of extortion; for if our early industry, or that of our ancestors, has given us an annual revenue, either as interest or rent, our hoards may be increased merely by receiving and retaining what is legally and periodically due to us. It is not requisite that we should add to our stock; that we should violate the letter or spirit of the law, or be guilty of any indisputable infraction of equity. It is merely requisite, in order to boundless accumulation, that I should keep what the law and what equity bestows on me.


These remarks are suggested by the character of one of my friends, with regard to whom I have often been uncertain whether he may justly claim the appellation of a miser. I shall conceal, for obvious reasons, his real name, and present him to my readers under that Caruthers.


Caruthers was the only son of a merchant who died in the midst of successful business, and in the possession of considerable real property. The father had diligently trained his son to his own profession, and entertained no ambition but that of leaving, at his death, his station occupied by a being exactly of the same habits and pursuits with himself. The young man was docile and obsequious; he performed, quietly and faithfully, whatever duty was assigned to him, and showed a species of capacity which, if it did not exceed, by no means fell short of the rank and profession in which he was placed.


His modes were regular and frugal, and did not differ essentially from those of his father. His expenses, like his tasks, appeared to be the fruits of habit and obedience; and his frugality seemed to flow not from a lust of gain, but from the absence of desire.


At the age of twenty-four, he lost his father. It was an event which caused a few tears and sighs; but he quickly retrieved his customary tranquillity. His first business was to wind up his mercantile transactions, to receive his dues, and discharge his debts, and this was done without quarrelling or noise. Some of his debtors were unable to answer his claims; but he molested them not with menaces and importunities. He called on them often enough to show them that they were not forgotten; but he made no complaints, dropped no intimations of poverty, and never talked of resorting to the law. Their excuses were received without anger or impatience, and the fiftieth application was made, and the fiftieth refusal endured, with as much equanimity and good-humour as the first. Perseverance, however, finally succeeded.


He turned his stock and his dues, as fast as he received them, into houses and lands. He dismissed his father’s servants, let the house, and placed himself in a private family as a boarder, at a moderate expence. His expences, with regard to clothing, were regulated by the plainest standard. He was never mean or ragged; he consulted neatness in the choice of his apparel, and cleanliness and decency in the change and renewal of it. He avoided all kinds of expensive amusements, shunned all society but that of the family in which he lived, and of those whom he casually met with in his diurnal walks.


Being very accurate and regular in the preservation and arrangement of his clothes, and being a stranger to violent movements of any kind, his apparel preserved its texture and gloss longer that is customary, and he dressed with less cost than those who were less neat and elegant in their garb than himself.


By these arrangements, he continues to live upon one-tenth of his original revenue. In what manner, it may be asked, does he consume the remainder? He has no family and no near kindred whose poverty requires his assistance. Spontaneous charity is utterly unknown to him. He never carried money in his pockets, and, consequently, finds it easy to resist the importunity of casual beggars. When applied to, in a direct manner, in favour of public institutions, he urges, without seeming embarrassment, the want of money; or, if that plea cannot be truly urged, he states some common-place objection to the scheme. To this objection, in spite of argument and opposition, he calmly and stedfastly adheres.


He sedulously avoids loans. He never borrows from others, and never lends. His money is disposed of with so much expedition, that a borrower seldom finds him in possession of the sum that is wanted. When this excuse is wanting, he makes no scruple to refuse the loan, mildly but explicitly. Being in no habits of intimate and cordial intercourse with any human being, he is less exposed to importunities of this kind, and suffers less embarrassment in refusing compliance.


The surplus of his annual expences is speedily and invariably invested in houses and lots. Building is a province that requires personal attention and much intercourse with others, and these are inconveniences which he chuses to avoid. He contents himself, therefore, with purchasing what others have erected.


His purchases are generally judicious, for he has no employment which calls away his attention from this object. Long application has made him perfectly skilled in the changes of value incident to this species of property, and it is vain, therefore, for any one to hope to take advantage of his precipitation or his ignorance. All his contracts are made with caution and deliberation, and his mode of life makes him perfectly master of all the considerations requisite to a prudent bargain.


In consequence of this knowledge, he shuns every occasion for bickering or dissention. He takes care to proceed, in the choice of objects of purchase, with circumspection; to have the terms of every contract legal and explicit; avoids litigation, by shunning the mazes of mortgages and instalments, contingent conditions and future limitations, and scrupulously adheres to every promise and engagement, even where the law would countenance delay or non-compliance.


In this way have passed the last forty-five years of his life. By an adherence to this system, he has made himself one of the most opulent proprietors in the city where he dwells. Last year, his income did not fall short of thirty thousand dollars.


Is the passion which actuates Caruthers avarice? All his actions have but one tendency, all his thoughts are employed on one object: the increase of his property. Not a farthing is bestowed through the impulse of benevolence; no expensive amusement is ever pursued; no toy or luxury is ever purchased; all intellectual gratifications are unknown to him. These seem to manifest the influence of avarice.


Some 
of the most noted ingredients of avarice are not, however, to be found in his character. The lust of gain does not prompt him to uncommon or intense exertions of mind or body. Neither does it impose upon him any remarkable or sordid expedients of abstinence or self-denial. It does not impel him to the use of artifice and cunning, nor to the rigorous exercise of all his legal rights. He disburses money when necessary, and performs his contracts without apparent reluctance, and without delay, and without cavilling. He betrays no solicitude about the safety of his property, the solvency of his debtors, and the punctuality of his tenants. It is not from his words so much as from his actions, that you perceive in what degree the pursuit of riches occupies his thoughts. He inquires and converses about nothing but sales and purchases; but this appears to flow merely from the inaptitude of his mind, in consequence of native or acquired incapacity to all other subjects of speculation.


Is he an honest man? He does what he wills with his own, but injures nobody. No one is the worse by his means. He never resorted to the law to effectuate his claims on others, and was never himself even menaced with a prosecution. He does not always exact what is due to him, and renders to others, with unexceptionable good faith, whatever is legally their due.


Let us then consider: yes, Caruthers is not munificent or liberal; he is not a public or private benefactor; he does not employ the means which he possesses for the benefit of those around him; he never, by direct means, soothed the pangs or augmented the comforts of a human being; and yet, surely, Caruthers is an honest man, though, in spite of the poet’s assertion, he is certainly not the noblest work of God.

W.

TEXTUAL NOTES, EMENDATIONS AND VARIANTS


This edition aims to provide accurate texts of twenty-three stories which have been ascribed by various scholars, with more or less certainty,  to Charles Brockden Brown. They appeared, with one exception, anonymously as original contributions to The Weekly Magazine, to The Monthly Magazine, and American Review, to The Literary Magazine and American Register, and to the Port Folio, the second and third magazine having been edited by Brown himself. Since there is no manuscript of any of these stories extant and since the stories had never been republished by Brown in book form, we must assume that the texts of these magazine publications are closest to the author's intentions. Besides, eight stories were published in the periodicals edited by Brown himself, and another was appended by him to one of his novels, so that these texts, out of eleven, can be regarded as having been prepared for publication by Brown himself. Hence, the texts of the magazine publications and the text of the book are the only authoritative textual documents for a critical edition and have to be taken as copy-texts.


The present edition profited from Fredson Bowers' "Centenary Edition of the Works of Nathaniel Hawthorne" and particularly from S.W. Reid's editorial principles as laid down in "The Bicentennial Texts: A Note", a preface to the Bicentennial Edition of "The Novels and Related Works of Charles Brockden Brown". For all stories except the one published in the Port Folio the editorial work so far had to be done with microfilms and photographic copies of the original publications. Collations of different copies of the same magazine number or the same book publication were not possible.


The edition provides a moderatly modernized critical text: It reprints the stories as they were originally published, only with the most necessary changes of the obsolete spelling and punctuation, and the corrections  of the obvious author's and printer's errors. All changes of the copy-text are annotatet. The following list contains all the corrections and emendations of the copy-texts, as well as textual notes, and, in one case, the variants of another authoritative text.


The number of each note is followed (in brackets) by the page and line numbers of the text where the passage corrected, emended or annotated can be found. After that the exact form of the reading of the established text is given and is closed by a square bracket. Only divisions between lines go unrecorded.


The individual entries may have different funktions. If it notes an emendation, the lemma is followed by the reading of the copy-text and its siglum. If it notes a variant the lemma is followed by a siglum identifying its source; and a semicolon divides this part of the entry from the following variant reading and siglum of the other authoritative text. Textual notes (short comments or explanations of editorial decisions) are enclosed in square brackets and italicized.


The following list identifies the copy-text for each story, the publication(s) examined and the siglum or sigla used in the textual notes.

1.
"Somnabulism. A Fragment"   (pp. 33-44)

The copy-text of this story is that of ist original publication in Brown's Literary Magazine and Americak Register (= L ). My  reprinting of the story in "Eine neu entdeckte Kurzgeschichte C. B. Browns," Jahrbuch für Amerikastudien (VIII (1963), 280-296, was based on the same text.

1 	They are all collected by University Microfilms (Ann Arbor, Mich.) in their American Periodical Series I.  It covers the period between 1741 and 1800. There is an Index to American Periodicals of the 1700's, 2 vols (Indianapolis, IN: Computer Indexed Systems, 1989), keyed to the University Microfilms series. Mott, vol. I, pp. 13-335, gives a detailed history of these early magazines.


2 	There have been unpublished dissertations and many articles on the early American short narratives of the 18th century. But the first published book which tries to integrate them into the history of the American short story, was published by Eugene Current-Garcia in 1985. His chapter on "Types of Short Fiction Before 1820" is based on a wide reading of "Indian stories, Negro stories, sentimental stories, ghost stories, and didactic stories" from the better-known American periodicals of the late 18th century.  He refers to quite a number of individual narratives, but the problem of attribution is not critically discussed. Moreover, he focusses his study only on the fictitious tales and seems to be guided, like Pattee, by a rather "modern short-story" concept.


3 	"Amelia; Or, The Faithless Briton," The Columbian Magazine, I (Oct. - Dec., 1787), published anonymously and reprinted at least five times between 1789 and 1798 in other magazines, in the form of a little book, and in a Collection of Moral and Entertaining Stories.


4 	They are most competently collected and studied by a number of American scholars, see only the introductory essay to Wilcomb E. Washburn's stupendous edition of Narratives of North American Indian Captivities. 111 vols. New York, 1976.


5 	Hugh Henry Brackenridge, "Story of the Lame Indian,"in Archibald Loudon, ed., A Selection of Some of the Most Interesting Narratives, of Outrages, Committed by the Indians, in Their Wars, with the White People ... vol. I. Carlisle, 1808-11, repr. 1888, pp. 51-57.


6 	Ann Eliza Bleecker, "The History of Maria Kittle. In a Letter to Miss Ten Eyck," in The Posthumous Works of Ann Eliza Bleecker in Prose and Verse. New York, 1793, ppp. 19-87. It was originally published in The New-York Magazine; or, Literary Repository, I.9 (Sept., 1790) bis II.1 (Jan.,1791).


7 	Benjamin Franklin, "The Origin of Tobacco", The American Museum; or, Universal Magazine, II (July, 1787),86. Reprinted at least in five other periodicals.


8 	Philip Freneau, "The Voyage of Timberoo-Tabo-Eede, an Otaheite Indian. Copied from the Hieroglyphical Records of that Distant Nation," in The Miscellaneous Works of Philip Freneau. Philadelphia, 1788. Pp. 204-216.-- Reprinted in Philip Freneau, Tomo Cheeki, the Creek Indian in Philadelphia. Edited, with an Introduction and Notes, by Elisabeth Hermann. Frankfurt am Main etc.: Verlag Peter Lang, 1987, pp. 96-108. Studien und Texte zur Amerikanistik. Texte Band VI.


9 	Martina Klüwer, "Die Darstellung der Schwarzen und die Auseinandersezung mit der Sklaverei in der Kurzprosa amerikanischer Zeitschriften des späten 18. Jahrhunderts" (Phil. Diss., University of Tübingen, 1995). Manuscript, with an extenive checklist of all articles in the periodicals on the Afro-Americans and the problems of Slavery.


10 	Matthew Carey, "A Fragment," The New-York Magazine, N.S. I (Aug., 1796), 401-403. At the same time it appeared as a pamphlet of 8 pp. with the title Fragment. Addressed  to the Sons and Daughters of Humanity, by a Citizen of the World. Philadelphia: Printed for Mathew Carey, 1796. The text is dated "Philadelphia, July 20, 1796."


11 	"Adventures of Col. Daniel Boon[e], one of the original settlers at Kentucke, containing the wars with the Indians on the Ohio, from 1769, to the year 1784,and the first establishment and progress of the settlements on that river," The American Museum, or, Universal Magazine, II.4 (October, 1787), 322-28. It is an autobiographical narrative signed at the end by the author "Daniel Boon. Fayette County, Kentucke[.]" It was obviously taken from John Filson, The Discovery, Settlement, and Present State of Kentucke (1784). The New Haven Gazette published another reprint in 1788.


12	"Memoirs of a Spy," The Weekly Magazine of original essays,fugitive pieces and interesting intelligence, II.16 (May 12, 1798), 41-45. 


13	Judith Sargent Murray, The Gleaner. With an introductory essay by Nina Baym. Schenectady, NY: Union College Press, 1992. This is a reprint of Murray's the original book edition The Gleaner. A Miscellaneous Production. In three volumes. By Constantia. Boston, 1798. It had first appeared in the Massachusetts Magazine (February 1792 -August 1794). 


14	He edited The Monthly Magazine, and American Review (New York, 1799-1800), The Literary Magazine, and American Register (Philadelphia, 1803-1807) and The American Register, or General Repository of History, Politics, and Science (Philadelphia, 1807-1809). 


15	"The Man at Home", which appeared in the Weekly Magazine  (February 3 - April 28, 1798) and was reprinted in Brown, The Rhapsodist, 27-98. In its twelfth part, pp. 86-91, it refers to the chapter on "Mania Mutabilis" in Erasmus Darwin's Zoonomia (1794-96), a standard medical work of the time, and its chapter on "Eratomania." "Love then is a disease?" Brown asks, and he gives himself the answer: "With a certain license of speech there seems, even to the unlearned, no great impropriety in this appellation. The will is necessarily guided and directed by opinion. Opinions may be erroneous or they may be conformable to truth. The influence of erroneous opinions on the will, may, in a popular or loose sense, be termed a morbid influence; but the disease in this case [i.e. love] seems to adhere to the opinion, and not to the will. Wrong opinions originate in various circumstances; but the will, when correct, acts in exact agreement with the opinion, be it wrong or right." In the following he offers a series of very short narratives which can be regarded as exempla of Darwin's sensationalist psychology. "Lesson on Sensibility" can be understood as an additional, extended exemplum or case study of "Love as a Disease".	 


16	The skeleton of this story appeared eleven years later as part of Brown's essay series "The Scribbler" published in the Port Folio for 1809 under the title "Insanity: A Fragment" (Part A, pp. 112 f., 318 f.) The characters and the motives of their actions are not presented in any detail and the story is reduced to a mere rendering of the external action. It is no longer a "lesson on sensibility", but now presents an example of human insanity and comments on its possible causes. Hemenway (215), who describes the changes that have been made in this later version,  thinks that "they add a greater air of psychological mystery to the story, re-emphasizing Brown's fascination with the irrationalities of the human mind . . ."


17	There are other short prose pieces of Brown's which can be categorized as hybrids of short narrative and essay:


	"The Household. A Fragment," published annonymously in the Monthly Magazine, and American Register for August, 1800, is a kind of epistolary sketch or narrative, in which the narrator describes to a friend the members of her household, all immigrants from Europe. Warfel (176) and Kennedy (1281) have attributed this piece to Brown, and there can be no doubt of Brown's authorship. There are close connections with the "Portrait of an Emigrant."


	"A Series of Original Letters," also published anonymously in 1798 (Brown, The Rhapsodist, 101- 131) is obviously the beginning of an epistolary novel, which Brown did not complete,  i.e. the  so-called "Jessica fragment." It presents a set of ten letters exchanged between a young man preparing himself reluctantly for the profession of a lawyer, and his prudent and virtuous sister, who tells him about her experiences and advises him on his problems. It is an epistolary essay with a number of narrative parts, including an interpolated story entitled "The Punishment of Ridicule" (125-128).


	The most interesting and longest work of this group is "The Man at Home," published anonymously, in thirteen installments, in the Weekly Magazine (1798), and reprinted Brown, The Rhapsodist, 27-98. On the one hand, it is an essay series, written in the Spectator tradition, on the other it can be read as a criminal story. It has a plot and creates suspense, and it carries a number of inlaid stories. It stands right on the borderline between essay and fictional narrative.


18 	See Part C, no. 35.


19 	Some Brown critics regard it as his best short story (Bennet, 96, and Fleishmann, 90). In regard to this story Berthoff (56) adds that "Brown's fiction . . . is essentially a fiction of ideas; that its strength and value are in its method of representing ideas in fiction . . . Narrative for Brown was not merely a means of illustrating and embellishing pre-established ideas; it was capable of a more positive and creative kind of statement; it was an instrument for discovering ideas, for exploring and testing them out; it was, as we may say, an alternative to formal, systematic speculative thought."


20 	The "Jessica fragment" was published in William Dunlap, The Life of Charles Brockden Brown,vol. I, pp. 108-169.





21	In the preface to Edgar Huntly; or, Memoirs of a Sleepwalker, which has a similar American setting, Brown comments more clearly and explicitly on how elements of the European Gothic novel should be transposed into American works of fiction. 


22 	This newspaper is obviously the Gazette de Vienne, which appeared from 1757 till 1788. According to information from the Austrian National Library in Vienna, which, however, does not have the issues for the year 1784.





23 	Also reprinted in Brown, The Rhapsodist, 145-156.


24 	Brown's essay on "The Difference Between History and Romance," published in the Monthly Magazine for April 1800, is another important document of his narrative theory. There he comments in detail on his concept of "romance" which is quite different from that of Clara Reeve and her followers. For him "history" means the record  of only those events and human actions that are derived from one's own observation or are based on facts derived from reliable sources; while "romance" means the attempt of the imagination to detect the causes of those events and the motives of those human actions. Only the romancer can make out of the purely factual record a meaningful and useful narrative.





�  Our] OUR L


�  choosing] chusing L


�  uncontrolable] incontroulable L


�  characterized] characterised L


�  General]M; general D


�  people,] peole. L


�  road.] road, L








2.	"Thessalonica: A Roman Story"   (pp. 45-61)


The copy-text of the story is that of ist first publication in Brown's Monthly Magazine, and American Review (= M ). Another text with possible authority is the reprinting of the story - either from the above periodical or, perhaps,from a manuscript then extant - by William Dunlaps in his Life of Charles Brockden Brown [= D ]. Besidnes the emendations (based on Dunlap's reading, all textual variants are listed in the notes 4 - 100.





�  Thessalonica] THESSALONICA MD


�  garrisons]D; garrison M


�  been,]M; been D


�  avenues,]M; avenues. D


�  expense]M; expence D


�  General]M; general D


�  inflicted]M; afflicted D


�  promiscuous]D; permiscuous M


�  General]M; General D


�  General]M; general D


�  surprize]M; surprise D


�  circus]M; circus, D


�  apprized]M; apprised D


�  tranquillity]M; tranquility D


�  General]M; general D


�  General]M; general D


�  desperate;]M desperate: D


�  situation]M; situation, D,


� . time]M; time, D


�  Others,]M; Others D


�  recognized]; recognised D


�  removed,]; removed D


�  related]M; related, D


�  returned]D; returne M


�  Senators]M; senators D


�  recognized]M; recognised D


�  Senate]M; senate D


�  Senate]M senate D


�  Presently]M; Presently, D


�  General]M; general D


�  General]M; general D


�  Centurions]M; centurions D


�  officers]M; officers, D


�  leader]D; leader,M


�  exclaimed]M; exclaimed D


�  way]M; way, D


�  music]M; music, D


�  apprized]M; apprised D


�  Emperor]M; emperor d


�  auhorize]M; authorise D


�  Emperor]M; emperor D


�  Emperor]M; emperor D


�  Senated]M; senate D


�  authorized]M; authorised D


�  Senate]M; senate D


�  Emperor,]M; emperor, D


�  Senate]M; senate D


�  him]M; him, D


�  promises]M; promises, D


�  fathers]M; fathers, D


�  far-heard]D; far-heared M


�  dispersed,]M; dispersed D


�  author]M; author, D


�  ungraciously]M; ungraciously, D


�  cemeteries]M; cemetries D


�  cousel]M; counsels D


�  signalized]M; signalised D


�  Senators]M; senators


�  Senate[M; senate D


�  Imperial)M; imperial D


�  Senate]M; senate D


�  tiding]M; tidings D


�  Emperor's]M; emperor's D


�  audience;] audience: D


�  recognizing]M; recognising D


�  Emperor]M; emperor D


�  choleric]D; cholerick M


�  Rufinus]M; Rnfinus D


�  assuaging]D; asswaging M


�  though]D tho' M


�  Emperor]M; emperor D


�  warrant]M; warrant, D


�  Emperor's]M; emperor's D


�  likewise,]D; likewise M


�  authorized]M; authorised D


�  harassed]D; harrassed M


�  retributed,]D; retributed, M


�  Imperial]M; imperial D


�  seventy five]M; seventy-five D


�  Meidolanum]M; Mediolanum D


�  Emperor's]M emperor's D


�  Senate]M; senate D


�  Senatorial]M; senatorial D


�  Senate]M; senate D


�  crowd]D; croud M


�  packets]M; packets, D


�  Senator]M; senator D


�  Emperor]M; emperor D


�  was]D; were M


�  Speaker]M; speaker D


�  Senators]M; senators


�  counsellors]D; counsellers M


�  omit]M; admit D


�  disguise]D; disguise, M


�  after,]D; after, M


�  hand,]D; hand M


�  agonized]M; agonised D




















3.	"Lesson on Concealment; or, Memoirs of Mary Selwyn"   (pp. 62-92)


The copy text of the story is the text of ist first publication in Brown's  Monthly Magazine, and American Review (= M ). The story was republished in 1801 in the Lady's Monitor, but this publication cannot be regarded as a substantative text.





�  You] YOU M


�  mien] mein M


�  New-Hampshire] New-Hamsphire M


�  resolutions] resoultions M


�  subsisted] [typographical error: the letters "ub" are not legible]M


�  chances] [typographical error: the letter "H" is not legible]


�  all."] all. M


� . "Hence] Hence M


�  blamelessness] blamenessness M








4.	"A Lesson on Sensibility"   (pp. 93-97)


The copy-text of the story is the text of its first publication in The Weekly Magazine of Original Essays, Fugitive Pieces, and Interesting Intelligence (= W ). It was republished in different form under the title "Insanity" (see Part A. no. 10). In its original form it has never been reprinted.


�  Archibald] ARCHIBALD W


�  writers] writers, W


� .Instances] In stances W








5.	"Portrait from an Emigrant. Extracted from a Letter"   (pp.98-101)


The copy-text of the story is the text of ist original publication in Brown's Monthly Magazine, and American Review  (= M ).There has been no other publication of the text.





� I called,] I CALLED M








6.	"Death of Cicero, A Fragment"   (pp.


The copy-text of the story is Brown's original publication in Edgar Huntly; or Memoirs of a Sleep-Walker, to which is annexed, The Death of Cicero, A Fragment (Philadelphia, 1800)  (= H ). It had never been republished nor reprinted.


�  The] THE H


�   consisted] consited H


�  for approving] [typographical error: the letters "or a" are not legible]M


�  which] which [typographical error: the letter "c" in the text has ontop of it the fol              		lowing accent ` printed]H


�   emissaries] emisaries H


�  no less] noless H


� tone:] tone; H


�  Could not such be found, where he might remain  unmolested for years] [A frag			mentary sentence]


�  scheme] sceme H


�  inured] innured H


�  resolution,] resolution H


�  he] he H


�  discouraged] dicouraged H


�  falter,] faulter, H


�  example,] example H


�  peaceable] peacable H


�  be] he H


�  inured] innured H


�  coeval] coveal H








7.	"The Trials of Arden"   (pp.


The copy-text of the story is the text of its first publication in Brown's Monthly Magazine, and AmericanReview (= M ). The book publications in 1822, 1824, and 1827, apparently some sort of pirated editions andpresenting a text (or texts) modified by another hand, cannot be regarded as substantive texts.





�  The] THE M


�  irresistable] irresitable M


�  faltering] faultering M


�  corpse] corse M


�  "His sister's] Hissister's M


�  "Brudenel] Brudenel M


�  obscurity.] obscurity M


�  it] is M


�  assailants,] [typographical error: the letter "an" are not legible]M


�  inured] innured M


�  "Anna's heart] "Anna'sheart M


�  irreconcilable] irreconcileable M








8.	"Original Letters"   (pp.


The copy-text of the story is the text of its orginal publication in Brown's Monthly Magazine, and American Review (= M ). It has never been republished.





�  How] HOW M


�  cruise] cruize M


�  "Fire in the mountains! run boys, run!"]  ["Fire in the mountains! run boys, run!" 			[Set in small type, as a quotation]M 








9.	"The Romance of Real Life"   (pp.


The copy-text ot the story is the text of its original publication in Brown's Literary Magazine and American Register (= L ). It has never been republished





�  The] THE L


�   Miss] miss L


�  expenses] expences L


�  recompense] recompence L


�  Miss] miss L


�  Miss] miss L


10. 	"Insanity: A Fragment"   (pp.


The copy-text of the the story is the text of its first publication in "The Scibbler," a series of essays for Dennie's Port Folio (= P ). It is an abridged and newly framed version of the earlier "Lesson on Sensibility" (Part A, no. 4).It has never been republished by itself nor as part of the essay series





158  romantic] romantick P





�  country] conntry P








11.	"Omar and Fatima; or, The Apothecary of Ispahan"   (pp.


The copy-text of the story is the text of its first publication in Brown's Literary Magazine and American Register (= L ). It has never been republished





�  There] THERE L


�  fame,] fame L


�  develop] develope L


�  Had] HAD L


�  whispered] whipered L


�  "Ah!] Ah! L


�  develop] develope L


�  sofa] sopha L


�  begun] began L


�  expense] expence L


�  develop] develope L


�  we]WE L


�  style] stile L


�  interrupting] interupting L


�  opinion,"] opinion L


�  control] controul L


�  No!] No? L


� Tomorrow] To morrow L


�  "Light] Light L


�  The interviews] THE interviews L


�  control] controul L


�  of complexion,] of of complexion L


� .affability] affability, L


�  style] stile L


�  style] stile L


�  earth!"] earth! L


�  at] as L


�  choose] chuse L


�  rencounter] [This seems to be a contamination of reencounter with the French word  rencon			tre]


�  control] controul L


�  family,] family? L


�  When] WHEN L


�  your sister] sister L


�  dissolute] disolute L


�  Abud!"] Abud! L


�  lodger."] lodger" L


�  "my] my L





12.	"A Contrast"   (pp.


The copy-text of the story is the text of its first publication in The Weekly Magazine of Original Essays, Fugitive Pieces, and Interesting Intelligence (= W ). It has never been republished.








13.	"Sudden Impulses"   (pp.


The copy-text of the story is the text of its first publication in The Weekly Magazine of Original Essays, Fugitive Pieces, and Interesting Intelligence (= W ). It has never been republished.








14.	"On Apparitions.


In a Letter from a Country Gentleman to His Friend in Town"   (pp.


The copy-text of the story is the text of its orginal publication in Brown's Monthly Magazine, and American Review (= M ). It has never been republished.








15.	"The Punishment of Ridicule: A Fragment"   (pp.


The copy-text of the story is the text of its orginal publication in Brown's Monthly Magazine, and American Review (= M ). It has never been republished.








16.	"The Evils of Reserve in Marriage"   (pp.


The copy-text of the story is the text of its orginal publication in Brown's Monthly Magazine, and American Review (= M ). It has never been republished.








17.	"Friendship: An Original Letter"   (pp.


The copy-text of the story is the text of its orginal publication in Brown's Monthly Magazine, and American Review (= M ). It has never been republished.








18.	"The Household. A Fragment"   (pp.


The copy-text of the story is the text of its orginal publication in Brown's Monthly Magazine, and American Review (= M ). It has never been republished.








19.	"Story of Cecilia"   (pp.


The copy-text of the story is the text of its first publication in Brown's Literary Magazine and American Register (= L ). It has never been republished.








20.	"A Miser"...(pp.


The copy-text of the story is the text of its first publication in Brown's Literary Magazine and American Register (= L ). It has never been republished.


21.	"Romance of Real Life" [2]...(pp.


The copy-text of the story is the text of its first publication in Brown's Literary Magazine and American Register (= L ). It has never been republished.








22.	"Romance of Real Life" [3]   (pp.


The copy-text of the story is the text of its first publication in Brown's Literary Magazine and American Register (= L ). It has never been republished.








23.	"The Honest Man. A Portrait"...(pp.


The copy-text of the story is the text of its first publication in Brown's Literary Magazine and American Register (= L ). It has never been republished.














PAGE  
7

